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So, what's this bat shaman shit about? 


I'd never heard of of a bat shaman in 2010, when I was getting pounded on bigpinekey.com's popular 
Coconut Telegraph public forum, for claiming angels known in the Bible had grabbed me many years 
prior and had turned me every which a way but loose, upside down and inside out, which had changed 
my views of just about everything. 


When I reported all of that on my blog, goodmorningfloridakeys.com (no longer existence), a regular 
reader amiga in Key West emailed me from Peru, where she and her husband were vacationing, that 
they had learned down there that the most revered shaman is the bat shaman, who can see in the dark. 


I lived in Boulder, Colorado for a while. When new people visited my 3rd wife and me at our home, 
they eventually got around to asking me what I did, as in, what was my line of work? I nodded to my 
wife, who told them, "Sloan's the mailman." If they looked puzzled, or asked what she meant?, she 
said, "He delivers the message. I don't now how he does it, but he can see through buildings and around 
corners." 


That had began in August 1988, after I received a phone call from a woman in Maine, who said she had 
found my book, Kill ALL THE LAWYERS? A Client's Guide to Hiring, Firing, Using and Suing 
Lawyers, in her local library. I was the only lawyer who could help her! I said I no longer practiced law. 
She said she was really stressed out by her legal matter, perhaps she would see a spiritual counselor. I 
said sometimes I did spiritual counseling, would she like to tell me about her legal trouble and we 
approach it spiritually? She said, ok. 


She told me about it. As if a light switch was thrown, I asked her who in her legal saga this person 
reminded her of, who that person reminded her of, who another person reminded her of. She named 
someone every time. Someone really important in her life. She was freaked out. I was freaked out. We 
saw her legal wrangle mirrored back to her really important unfinished business with really important 
people in her life. Had she gotten a traditional lawyer to help her, she would have missed the spiritual 
points altogether. 


From that day forward, I was able to see things in ways I had never seen things before. I thought I was 
hot shit. The angels, who had thrown the light switch, then proceeded to throw another light switch and 
elucidated my ignorance of myself. Their names are known in the Bible. Although I was raised in 
Christendom, I did not then attend church and did not view myself as a Christian. Nor do I today, 
although I don't know when I'm ever not in church. 


Here's how my relationship with the angels began and foretold my becoming a bat shaman. 


In late 1985, I quit practicing law in Birmingham, Alabama and moved to Santa Fe, New Mexico with 
my 2nd wife, a very talented artist. I plunged into the New Age and other spiritual arenas, and went to 
massage school, where, and elsewhere in Santa Fe, I was challenged many times about pointing the 
finger away from me, instead of looking inside of me. 


Our marriage was failing, and my wife and I separated. I was trying to make a go as a massage 
therapist and healer, and was training in craniosacral therapy, taught by John Upledger, an osteopathic 
doctor, in West Palm Beach, Florida. I was studying other healing disciplines. Yet none of that was 
fixing what was messed up inside of me. 


The move to Santa Fe had not changed anything. 


Out of bright ideas, at the end of my rope, feeling I had failed in all ways a man could fail, in early 
January 1987, my 45th year, I prayed one morning in my apartment, "Dear God, I do not want to die 
like this, failed. Please help me ... I offer my life to human service." 


I had met a woman and on weekends was staying over at her home in Los Alamos, across the desert 
from Santa Fe. She was a biologist, working in a lab that was experimenting with using plants to soak 
up the awful toxins produced by the other labs at Los Alamos. 


About ten days after making the prayer, in wee hours, perhaps 2 am, I woke up and saw two spirit 
beings shaped like white shifts hovering above me in the darkness. I heard plainly, "This will push you 
to your limits, but you asked for it and we are going to give it to you." I remembered the prayer I had 
made. I saw a white flash and was physically and otherwise jolted by something electrical. That 
happened two more times. All in about 15 seconds. The two beings dissolved into the darkness. 


My new girlfriend lying beside me in her bed asked me what was going on? I asked if she had seen or 
heard anything? She said she had seen my body lurching. I asked if she had seen or heard the angels? 
She said, no. I told her what had happened. She laughed, said, "Let's go back to sleep, you strange 


" 


man. 


Little did I then know just how truly hard I would be pushed to my limits, and beyond any limits I 
thought I had. 


I began to get glimpses of it after I moved from Santa Fe to Boulder, to take the Hakomi body 
psychotherapy training. That's where I met my 3rd wife, who told people I was the mailman. Hakomi is 
an ancient Hopi word no longer in use, which means, "How do I stand in relation to all these many 
realms? 


I spent the rest of the 1980s in Boulder, writing THE HIGH LEGAL ROAD: A New Approach to Legal 
Problems, and Prisons & Freedom, which was considerably deeper. The angels used the writing 
process and people who edited the books to force me to take repeated long hard looks at myself in the 
mirror. 


In the spring of 1991, a dark night of the soul arrived. I continued writing and struggling. 


In the fall of 1993, the heavens opened to me. All sorts of beautiful phenomena came to me from out of 
the darkness. 


The dark night lifted in June 1995 after I had three spontaneous visions in a few days' time. 
I again felt I was hot shit. 


The Boulder phase suddenly and roughly ended. I moved back to Birmingham in the fall of 1995, 
feeling like shit and hoping I still was hot shit. 


I got with another woman, whom I knew somewhat and had dreamed of before coming back to 
Alabama. 


We did some traveling, as I felt like I was slipping into an abyss. 
We came back to Birmingham, and I kept slipping. 


Then, in two days's time, a horrific a black night of the soul engulfed me, which made the dark night 
seem like heaven. 


I felt like half my brain had died. 

I was suicidal every day for 16 months. 

The new woman was the unfortunate witness to that. 

The black night began to lift after she and I separated in mid-1997. 


The angels started healing grisly stuff in me, which no human method had come close to discovering 
lived inside of me. Some of the healing was terrifying. 


In early 2000, I was sent by the angels into the world, to get to work. 


There was little, if any, interest in what I could see, hear, sense, feel, or of being helped, advised, 
corrected and steered by angels. 


Over 20 years later, that has not changed, and the angels are still running me. 


Although many think I'm batshit crazy, along the way I met a few people having similar experiences 
with angels, and I know one person today, who is being turned inside out and upside down and every 
which a way but loose by angels known in the Bible. 


He is not a church person, either - unless you consider he doesn't know when he's ever not in church 


Wednesday, January 18, 2023 


Gurus, Buddha, Jesus and the spiritual path that kills you and you become someone else, if you 
don't bolt and run 


Sometimes I go online in search of someone, or someones, demonstrating symptoms of being run, 
advised, corrected and steered by something bigger and smarter than themselves. 


Sometimes I go online looking for something interesting, something to engage. Perhaps proof that idle 
hands, or idle mind, is the devil's workshop? ay) 


Recently, I saw something in an online spirituality group with a gob of members, and perhaps it was the 
devil that made me do it, or perhaps it was something else. 


Everyone uses a fake name at this forum. 


monkcaran 

Hello everyone. I am a Buddhist monk in Thailand's Chiang Mai. I had previously 
started a thread on this forum, and it was quite wholesome! If anyone is interested in 
posing questions to a Buddhist monk, I've set aside some time for that. Especially 
questions that are beneficial and relevant to ever 


Puzzleheaded (me) 

What I would like to know from you, which you can write in this thread, is living 
examples of your own journey from where you were to your becoming a Buddhist 
and then what happened, where you were tested, challenged, strained through sieves, 
roasted in furnaces, drowned in tsunamis, blown up in volcanoes, swallowed by 
black holes and your remains spit out, mirrors you were stood before, etc. 


monkcaran 

The importance of positive thinking, positive attitude, and positive behavior is a 
central teaching in Buddhism. According to the Buddha, our thoughts, attitudes, and 
actions shape our reality and determine our level of happiness and well-being. 
Instead of discussing negative or difficult topics, why don't we focus on positive and 
uplifting subjects? 


Puzzleheaded 

This is your post topic, and you can choose what you wish to discuss, of course. 
However, I am pretty sure that anyone who has been on a spiritual path for a while 
knows there is nothing easy about it; that it is better not to begin the spiritual journey, 
than to begin and then give up because it is so very difficult. 

There was a Sufi poet named Rumi, who is revered by many today. He wrote, or 
channeled, a classic poem about the spiritual journey, called "The Chickpea." Perhaps 
the poem was about what Rumi's own spiritual teacher Shams was doing to Rumi? 
Or it was about what God was doing to Rumi? 

I had a Tibetan Buddhist friend, who followed a lama, who was a refugee from 
Lasha. My friend also was a Jungian analyst, had trained at the Jung Institute in 
Zurich, where he lived. His mother was Dora Kalf, also a Jungian analyst, had 
studied under Carl Jung himself. She later founded Sandplay Therapy, which her 
good friend the Dalai Lama told her was applied Buddhism. She said she was not a 
Buddhist, but was an esoteric Christian. She also was my friend. 

Her son told me that there is no God in Buddhism; that Buddhism is about increasing 
one's consciousness. 

I later read that Buddha said he was not.a god, but was merely a man, and that a 
teacher greater than he would come come day. I wondered who that greater teacher 
might be? 


Was it Jesus in the Gospels? He said his baptism was in fire and in spirit; no one can 
enter the Kingdom of God, who has not been reborn; the road to life is difficult and 
the gate is narrow and few enter; many are called, but few are chosen; the work is 
great and the laborers are few. 

That Jesus mostly is ignored in mainstream Christendom today, which uses a simple, 
magical salvation formula, instead of Jesus in the Gospel's formula. 

I have told many people, who were born into Christendom and then left it and found 
a guru in another spiritual tradition, that what they actually did was find a Jesus they 
could swallow, and sooner or later, in this lifetime, or another, they will have to go 
back into and through what they ran from. 

Not back into and through the religion, but into and through what the religion mostly 
sets aside, or ignores, in favor of something much easier, instead of going through the 
changes and into something much, much larger, which has no end point, but is ever 
expanding, based on my personal experience. 

That's what angels known in the Bible did to me, who had left Christendom searching 
for help. I tried the New Age, and found it interesting, but it did not take me where 
my soul apparently wanted me to go. 

The angels turned me every which a way up loose, upside down and inside out, and 
stood me before many mirrors, looking at myself. They began doing that in early 
1987, and they are still at it. 

I do not call myself a Christian. I do not attend a Christian church. Yet, I don't know 
when I'm ever not in church. 

This fell out of me in the spring of 1993, the third year of a dark night of the soul: 


Earth... 
The sacred prism 
through which souls are refracted 
into their elemental parts, 
purified in Holy Fire, 
then one-forged 
and sent on their way 
to not even God knows where, 
simply because they are all 
unique emanations of God, 
evolving... 


This fell out of me about a year later, as the dark night, unknown to me, was preparing to lift: 


Shaman you now are. 
Angels walk beside you 
and call you their brother, 
even as you curse the heavens 
for making you one who weilds the lightning. 
Be kind to your brother's and sisters, 
but take no prisoners. 
Kill them all in my name, 
as I have killed you, 
so that they, and you, 


might live. 


I did not yet know the author was a huge blacksmith, who would come my way later that year in a 
vision, before all hell broke loose and my time in Boulder abruptly and roughly would end. 


In the vision, the blacksmith had me in his hot furnace on his great black anvil, pounding me with his 
great black hammer into something that suited him. 


Not long after, I went to Nepal and trekked up to Anapurna Base Camp. At sunrise, the blacksmith 
appeared in front of and as large as those majestic peaks. I dropped to one knee and heard, "The son 
and I are one. The son and I are one." 


It was quite a while before I understood the blacksmith was the Christ. By then, I had somehow 


survived a 16 months black night of the soul in Birmingham, which had made the no fun 4-year dark 
night in Boulder seem like heaven. 


Wednesday, January 18, 2023 


You don't have to be puzzle-headed but maybe that helps to know God's gifts are not for sale 


The other day, I posted this probe at a Reddit spirituality group. Everyone there uses a fake name, I'm 
Puzzleheaded. 


Puzzleheaded 

Does Reddit allow its members to use this forum to solicit their spiritual-healing services? 
Branco 
Ive been getting offers to buy opioides and other garbage..immediately blocked it.. 


Gig 
Opioids I would have loved talking to them, sadly all I get is just mediums wanting 
to read me at a fee. If they come to seek me out for a reading I expect it to be free if 
it's the other way around the fee is fine. 
Branco 
Opioides should not be for sale to the general public from some random guy... 
Gig 
Anything legal if there no cops or cameras around. But in all seriousness it can be fun 
to mess with someone like that plus they might drop some secrets. 
Branco 
Yeah then some kid buys opioides and destroys himself, fentanyl and shit..good 
times.. 
Puzzleheaded 
This notice came from Reddit, I changed the name of the solicitor to protect his/her 
privacy here. 

Reddit 

Hi there, ABC wants to chat with you! Better go check that out. 


Wondering what it was about, I replied and this came back from ABC: 


Do you have any specific questions? I do relationship reading, 
career reading, finance reading, future reading, and other intuitive 
guidance.I’m an approve reader of the celestial group, I’m a based 
reiki, oracle master with 3 years of expert experience and practice, 
I have a reading that would corollate with the situation that await 
you in the nearest future. The guide would be pleased if you reply 
my messages. 


I replied to ABC and haven't heard back yet: 


My first question is, are you asking me to pay you money for your 
services? I ask, because I have been doing psycho-spiritual work 
for a very long time and it is forbidden to me to charge money, or 
anything, or even to suggest donations. 


That was driven home in late April 2000, when a very familiar 
voice told me in my sleep, "You are going back into a prison where 
you once lived, to try to help other people still iiving there." Then, 
I saw myself in some kind of facility with quite a few other people 
dressed casually. I saw a way out off to the right of me, but I knew 
I would not use it unless given permission. 


The next night, the same voice said to me, "You cannot do this 
work correctly if you are trying to get anything back from the 
people you are trying to help." 


In the fall of 1993, this had fallen out of me, "God's gifts are not 
for sale, but are freely given to angels, saints, sinners, devils and 
fools alike, for all are God's children." 


I posted all of that above into this forum under the title, "God's gifts are not for sale," 
and the Reddit moderator took it all down moments later. 


Runs from 

(> 

Subreddits have zero powers over private messages. Reddit doesn't read them unless 
you report a private message to Reddit itself. 

So it's up to you to be intelligent and not fall for scam. Block spammers, report 
scammers. 

Puzzleheaded 

I knew it was spam when I saw ABC's overture to me. It was the first time I was 
spammed on Reddit. What interested me was, the moderation panel killed my post to 
this sub reddit group, in which I reproduced what had been written to me by Reddit 
and by ABC, and my reply to ABC. That caused me to think either Reddit or who 
runs this sub group is okay with spam such as I received. 


Runsfrom 
(>? 
Noone is okay with spam 
Puzzleheaded 
Well, why'd Reddit take down my post about it? 
Runsfrom 
If you used the same text spammers do, it can trigger flags. 
Your karma or age can trigger flags. 
Some words can be on a filter that will trigger a flag. 
There's a million reason, best thing to do is ask reddit or the mods. 


Puzzleheaded 

I used the exact words used by Reddit, the spammer and me, twice, and twice Reddit 
rejected my post for violating community standards. Yet, Reddit did not reject me 
republishing same in this comment thread. 


I can't help but wonder if there is a money angle lurking underneath all of this? Like, Reddit wouldn't 
make as much money, if it didn't allow spam? 


Wednesday, January 18, 2023 


The herd is never right (chains that bind) 


I'm 80 years old and have had what seems like many lives progressing more and more towards stranger 
than fiction. Along the way, I concluded the herd is never right, and the status quo is a living organism 
that views change as a lethal threat and uses any and all means possible to defeat it. 


Along those lines is my recent post into a Reddit spirituality group. Everyone there uses a fake name. 
I'm Puzzleheaded. 


Chains that bind 


Accepted a friend request yesterday from a friend of 3 of my Facebook friends. The new 
friend said he's a free spirit. I replied that everyone I have known was chained to 
something. Such as, I am chained to a Facebook censor board, which decides what is 
appropriate. Such as, Covid-19, which has no respect for any person. Such as, subconscious 
goings on that influence me unawares, while my mind, which is about 5 percent of my total 
consciousness, tries to run my picture show. Such as, the angels that have run, advised and 
corrected me since early 1987. Such as, body ails that drag me down. Such as, pregnant 
women being forced to be unwilling mothers of unwanted babies. Such as, no one being in 
charge of their bodies. Secular laws, social norms and medical philosophy requiring 
everyone live as long as possible, to maximize profit$$$ for medical, hospital, nursing and 
hospice industries, lawyers, accountants, mental health practitioners, churches and 
ministers, Facebook, Twitter, Truth Social, fast food, soft drink and booze companies, cell 
phone, internet, and cable TV companies, Hollywood, FOX, CNN, GM, Ford, Chrysler, 
Toyota, banks, Wall Street, lawyers, etc. Apologies to chains I didn't think to mention, or 
don't know even exist. 


Kitchen 
Wow, do you realise they do not bind everyone right? 


Puzzleheaded 

I mentioned some chains of which I am aware. No two people are alike, so each person has 
his or her own chains that bind, knowingly or unknowingly. That's the human condition. I 
hope it's different in the afterlife. However, a good friend, about half my age (I'm 80) had a 
dream along those lines last night. The essence of the dream was, he was walking land 


owned by his family. Beyond a small family graveyard was what appeared to be a whirling 
fire, but as he neared it, it saw it was amber and it had something like a tractor beam that 
drew anyone near into it, including him. Inside, he saw many people, as well as himself, 
being shown themselves and other people they knew, all of it, but the other people were not 
able, or were not willing, to see everything, or much of it, whereas he was seeing all of it. 
He asked me what I thought the dream meant? I said the dream was profound, he should 
frame it, and never forget it, because it showed him where he stands in reality and with 
God, compared to everyone else in the amber vortex with him. 

Keith 

Sloan Bashinsky All I can say is wow! 

Along similar lines: 


Poetic Outlaws Facebook page 
“To live beyond the pale, to work for the pleasure of working, to grow old gracefully while 
retaining one’s faculties, one’s enthusiasms, one’s self respect, one has to establish other 
values than those endorsed by the mob. It takes an artist to make this breach in the wall. An 
artist is primarily one who has faith in himself. He does not respond to the normal stimuli: 
he is neither a drudge nor a parasite. He lives to express himself and in so doing enriches 
the world.” 
~ Henry Miller 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Around age 50, I learned I was a poet when poems started coming out of me. Then, a lot of 
poems came out of me. They seemed to write themselves. I already had written some non- 
fiction books. Then, some novels came. The tone was off-beat, road seldom traveled, and 
mostly mystical. I'm now 80. 
For a little over 2/3 of my life, I have suffered a petulant G.I. tract, which arrived one 
spring day when I was 26, without any warning. It was immune to medicine and 
anything else I threw at it. It's still with me and is a big piece of what caused me to 
wonder what's the point in all the attempts to keep people alive in their later years, 
unless they really want to be kept alive? 


Why doesn't society and medicine and religion and government get over themselves 
and furnish a pill that suffering people can take, if they wish, and end their travail? 
I'm sure there are many answers to why not do that. However, it seems to me that a 
lot of money is made keeping people alive, which would not be made if they were 
dead. 


Donata 
Sloan Bashinsky have you looked into CVS- cyclic vomiting syndrome. Perplexing malady 
for sure. My husband has it since very young - on and off. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Donata vomiting not part if it. I've had many experiences with it that convinced me it is 
psychic in origin. 


Linda 
Sloan Bashinsky 


Yep! It’s not always compassion but a passion for funds $! 


Barb 
Sloan Bashinsky Canada has new assisted suicide laws, you can check out pretty much 
whenever you want now. 


Brent Symons 
Barb Sherman very sensible those Canadians :-) 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Barb Maybe Canadians understand torture better than Americans? Maybe they see the drain 
on their healthcare system better than Americans? Maybe they understand the legions of 
vulture$ who$e very exi$tence depend$ on keeping people alive, no matter what the co$t! 


Keith 

Sloan Bashinsky Good on you Sloan! Look at the creativity that flowed freely and 
unsolicited, through you, and may happen again in your 80’s or 90’s... The good Lord, 
higher power...(pick your deity or spiritual belief)....takes each of us when he and we 
are ready.... Still....if looking for that pill, I think Dr Kavorkian can accommodate your 
wishes. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Keith guns and knives freely available to off oneself, but not a simple pill. I'm not at the 
wanting to leave stage, yet, but the going physically is mostly rough, and nothing in me is 
okay with what money I have being spent on live-in caretakers, nursing home, hospice, 
doctors and hospitals trying to keep me alive. There are much better uses for money, is my 
perspective. 


Creativity still flows through me, but mostly it's in a cheeky podcast a friend, also a 
mystic, with tech skills, makes possible for him and me to cut up and hold forth and 
groan and laugh at The Redneck Mystic Lawyer Podcast. Here's a link to our most 
recent podcast, which is in the Torrent system, along with about maybe 50 other 
episodes. We get 50,000 or so complete watches per episode. Don't know the 
numbers on this one yet. 

https://youtu.be/QNQd3jupEds 

YOUTUBE.COM 

Cathouse Podcasting Presents: A Podcast or Podcats About Cats and Puttytaths 


Or, if you like to read novels online, here's a link to a free read of the last of my 
novels, which leaped out of me in mid-2000. 
HEAVY WAIT: A Strange Tale 


https://archive.org/details/heavy-wait-a-strange-tale_202212/mode/2up 


Keith 
Thanks, will check out 


Barb 


Sloan Bashinsky I agree with another commenter. You've accomplished so much despite the 
pain, you should stick around to see what other gems emerge from you, plus to witness the 
crazy devolution of a formerly free west. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Barb I truly appreciate your and Keith McClure's input. Funny, the gems emerge analogy. 
For a very long time now, I have watched my gut behave like a birthing canal. Something 
new, usually grisly, coming my way, into me, is preceded by my gut getting more cranky 
than usual, sometimes a lot more cranky. As I work through it internally and externally, it 
begins to ease in my gut and release, and return to its "normal" cranky self. Like I'ma 
cranky human sewage treatment plant. 


One colossal example - 
After President Obama accepted the Nobel Prize for Peace, while carrying forward 
the Bush-Cheney rich white men wars for corporate profit in Afghanistan and Iraq, 
my gut shut down nearly completely for a month. Then, right before a monthly Keys 
West Poetry Guild reading above the hugely popular Blue Heaven Caribbean 
restaurant in the Bahama Village section of Key West (where Africans had settled in 
the city before it was part of the USA, I jotted down a little quite violent, outraged 
poem about what Obama had gone and done, and then I read it, and read it again at a 
Poetry Guild event in a city pocket park, and - Viola!!!, my gut eased and released 
and went back to its "normal" cranky self . 


How does a black American president accept the Nobel Prize for peace, while waging rich 
white men's wars for corporate profit? How does the Nobel Committee nominate that black 
president, when he is waging those two wars? John F. Kennedy, Martin Luther King, 
Robert Kennedy, Malcom X all came out against the Vietnam war, which was a rich white 
men's war for corporate profit, and they all were shot and killed. That is not taught in 
America's school and colleges, is it? What are the Las Vegas odds of four prominent 
Americans publicly opposing the Vietnam war being assassinated not being connected? The 
Las Vegas odds are zero, as are those odds zero in the Kingdom of God. 


Barb 
Sloan Bashinsky Yes you're right, I think the Nobel should go to a common person who 


achieves amazing things like reforesting 100s of acres for years all on their own. People 
like that. 


Sunday, January 22, 2023 


The Baptism in fire (Truth) and Spirit 


There is a tragic clash 
between Truth and the 
world. Pure undistorted 


truth burns up the world. 


—Nikolai Berdyaev 


That meme was posted yesterday at the Poetic Outlaws Facebook page. 


Two replies resonated with me: 


Graham 
Pure undistorted truth IS the world. 
It's only us who so often aren't 


Terrie 
Well, if you can't stand the HEAT... 


I posted: 


This reminds me of the title of Gloria Steinem's book, THE TRUTH WILL SET 
YOU FREE, BUT FIRST IT WILL PISS YOU OFF. 

And it reminds me of: 

Matthew 3:11 “I [John the Baptist] baptize you with water for repentance. But after 
me comes one who is more powerful than I, whose sandals I am not worthy to carry. 
He will baptize you with the Holy Spirit and fire. 


Luke 12:49 [Jesus] “I have come to bring fire on the earth, and how I wish it were already 
kindled! 50 But I have a baptism to undergo, and what constraint I am under until it is 


completed! 51 Do you think I came to bring peace on earth? No, I tell you, but division. 52 
From now on there will be five in one family divided against each other, three against two 
and two against three. 53 They will be divided, father against son and son against father, 
mother against daughter and daughter against mother, mother-in-law against daughter-in- 
law and daughter-in-law against mother-in-law.” 


John 8:31-32 
So Jesus said to the Jews who believed in him, “If you continue to obey my teaching, you 
are truly my followers. Then you will know the truth, and the truth will make you free.” 


I read up on those passages yesterday and found no mainstream Christianity discourse that 
seemed to actually understand Jesus' baptism, which was red hot and he lived it himself and 
he taught and administered it to other people. 


It's a raging fire that burns away impurities and refines a person, and it's no fun at all, based 
on my own personal experiences with what I came to call Holy Fire, which is not confined 
to any religion. For example, the Sufi poet Rumi's classic poem, "The Chickpea", is about 
being boiled and boiled and boiled in Holy Fire. 


I was raised in Christendom, but left it, and by and by something got ahold of me and 
turned me every which a way but loose and upside down and inside out. I was stood before 
many mirrors and and my ego really didn't like it. It's still going on 36 years after it began. 
I'm 80 now, don't belong to any religion, don't attend church, yet don't know when I'm ever 
not in church. 


For example, this poem leaped out of me on June 7, 2004, after I had blown a major spiritual 
assignment by using way too much male energy, and I was wondering if I would ever get back in syne 
with God? 


SHANGHAIED 


A calling to serve carries its own wisdom, 

which legitimates both the calling and the serving 
so that the two are one. 

Only the one called to serve 

can know this wisdom, 

and for some who are called 

the knowing comes easily, 

while for others the knowing is a fiery baptism. 
Each calling is different, 

and while some callings can be declined, 

others cannot, 

and those whose calling is without repentance 
know they are in it for the duration of the calling, 
and while others may try to persuade them out of it, 
the calling for ones such as these always prevails; 
thus is it advised to all called for keeps 

that they view their calling as a blessing 


even when it seems at times to be a curse, 

and that they try to reconcile the loss of their captain status 
and allow the Spirit of God to man the helm of their ship, 
and be glad and willing crew members thereon, 
knowing that all sailing ships of souls 

need a crew as well as a captain 

to maintain and navigate the ship through 

seas of many tones, depths and flavors; 

so consider each league sailed 

as part of the overall journey 

going to where the captain deigns to go 

by using whatever winds and sea currents available 
to navigate the ship to the experiences 

this ship and crew need to have 

in order to fulfill their calling and its wisdom 
revealed by the journey of many leagues, 

many known only to the ship and its crew, 

all of whom come to know, 

some sooner than others, 

that once conscripted 

there is no safe jumping ship. 


(7 June 2004) 


June is the 6th month. In the spirit code I learned during my earlier times in the flames, 6 is the number 
for Melchizedek, 7 is the number for the mark of God on a person or an event. 


A few months after that poem arrived, amid oceans of tears, I wrote a little book that was used to 
rehabilitate me from the blown assignment. It memorialized 6 exceptional Alabama people, who 
had greatly influenced me in my youth. I named it A FEW REMARKABLE ALABAMA PEOPLE I 
HAVE KNOWN. 


I had it published and I gave away the first run, 300 copies. I had it republished several more times and 
gave it all away. I put the book onto its own ad-free blog, where people can read it for free. This link 


should get you there. 


afewremarkablealabamapeople.blogspot.com 


The first part of the book tells how it came to be written. Then come the 6 remarkable people. 


Tuesday, January 24, 2023 


Classified Documents: flying pigs JUBILEE 


A childhood friend emailed a few people, including me, this from THE NEW YORKER: 
No plans for insurrection found in Biden’s garage 
By Andy Borowitz 
January 13, 2023 
WILMINGTON (The Borowitz Report)—Lawyers scouring President Biden’s 


garage in Wilmington, Delaware, have been unable to find any plans to overthrow the 
United States government through a violent insurrection, the lawyers have reported. 


In addition, the lawyers said, a thorough search had not turned up any instructions to 
subvert election results by spreading baseless claims about voter fraud or by 
promoting slates of fake electors. 


“Tf, in searching President Biden’s garage, we had uncovered evidence of plans to 
end democracy as we know it—or, for that matter, proof of systematic tax fraud 
spanning a period of many years—we would have informed Attorney General 
Garland immediately,” the lawyers’ official statement read. 


The lawyers revealed that they did discover plans to build a Jacuzzi and a barrel 
sauna on the President’s deck but said that they would not be forwarding those 
documents to the Department of Justice. 


In Washington, House Republicans flatly rejected the lawyers’ account. “The 
American people are sick and tired of President Biden being less than honest with 
them,” Rep. George Santos said. 


I replied to ALL: 
Heh, I wonder if the mountain of classified documents seized at Trump's palace 
contained any plans to overthrow the government? 


What I want to know is what was in the classified documents Biden kept for himself, 
and what was in the classified documents Trump kept for himself? 


Meanwhile, the Republicans are all over Joe, but don't seem to remember Donald had 
many more classified documents than Joe. The Democrats are all over Donald, but 
don't seem capable of admitting that classified documents are supposed to stay in 
their appropriate government location, handled by people with security clearance to 
handle them, and that is not some garage containing a Corvette. 


This former practicing attorney thinks maybe both men committed crimes, and 
therefore are not legally able to be president, and if that's correct, Kamala Harris 
should be president and Kevin McCarthy should be vice-president. I wonder how that 
duet would sit with the Democrats and the Republicans? 


I recently accepted a Facebook friend request from a woman originally from 
Birmingham. She had returned to Birmingham. She went to Ramsay High School, 
once knew several of my childhood friends, including you, old friend. 


We had a meal together at a restaurant. She said she lived in the midwest a long time, 
and then something compelled her to move back to Birmingham, but she couldn't 
figure out why. 


When she said she could not stand the Democrats and was a Trumper, I told her that 
she should run from Trump as if her very life and soul depended on it. When she said 
she sure couldn't be a Democrat, I said don't be anything. Don't belong to cults. 


When she later called me on the phone and went to defending Trump again, I told her 
Trump is an agent of the Devil, literally, and her vote for him endorsed everything he 
did as president, and unless she denounces Trump, all of that is on her when her roll 
is called up yonder. 


She kept bringing up Trump built the southern border wall, immigration had to be 
stopped. I said I agreed, but Trump (and Biden) could have made lots of progress 
there by banning Americans from traveling to Mexico until Mexico stopped the 
refugee migration to USA. And Trump (and Biden) could have brought American 
troops home from foreign hell holes and stationed them on the southern border to 
stop the very real invasion from the south. 


When she said she didn't believe Trump had anything to do with the January 6, 2021 
attempt to overthrow the government, where was the proof? I said in lots of flim 
footage I saw on TV coming right out of Trump's own mouth. I told her not to call 
me again. 


I think the Republican, MAGA and Democrat religions have lost touch with reality, 
and I suppose they feel the same about me 


Childhood friend to me: 
I concur with your thinking throughout, although I do see a growing number of Dems 
expressing concern over the Biden matter. My thought is that they are more 
concerned over the damage to their party than the idea that Biden may have 


intentionally taken those docs from where they were previously, which I am sure was 
the case in the OT’s “theft”. 


Me to childhood friend: 
I think every time Joe Biden, his lawyers, CNN talking heads, Democrats try to 
excuse Biden doing when he was Vice President what Trump did when he was 
president, it makes a mockery out of them and gives Trump and his lawyers 
ammunition to argue IT'S RIGGED AGAIN!!! 


I've seen photos of Biden's home, it's huge. Biden has two more homes, yes? 


I think Hunter Biden made a lot of money in Ukraine dealings, which had nothing to 
do with any business acumen and had everything to do with his father being vice- 
president. Now, thanks to his father being president, Hunter is a well-paid adviser to 
and sits on the board of crypto currency companies. 


I think Joe Biden knew he had classified documents squirreled away from when he 
was vice-president and he said nothing about that when Trump was outed and raided 
and so forth and so on. I think Biden should resign. 


Failing which, the Attorney General should invite Biden to resign and never run for 
public office again, in exchange for no prosecution over stolen classified documents; 
and the Attorney General should offer never running for public office again to 
Trump, in exchange for no prosecution over stolen classified documents. 
If the Attorney General's offers are declined, proseuction should follow post haste. 
When pigs fly. 
Oink, oink, oink 

Wednesday, January 25, 2023 


Not Ernest Hemingway, nor one of his look alike contestants 


When I was a boy, my mother gave me the serial installments in Life Magazine, I think, of Ernest 
Hemingway's novel, The Old Man and the Sea, which I devoured because I loved to fish. A few years 
later, I fell in love with the Florida Keys during a family vacation there. Later, my father bought a home 
in the middle Keys, and I was down there a lot fishing. Even later, I lived in Key West and up US 1 a 
little ways. 


A couple of weeks ago, I posted at my Facebook page the above 2016 photo of me at Fort Zachary 
Taylor State Park in Key West. 


One person commented, "Hemingway." 
I replied back: 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Yes, Hemingway lived, wrote, fished off shore, and drank mucho whiskey in Key West, and 
made a very good living off his novels. 
During an American novels course my senior year at Vanderbilt, our professor said you 
knew when the bad guy showed up in a Hemingway novel, because he didn't drink. 
Several times, people tried to persuade me to enter the annual Key West Hemingway look- 
alike contest, which consisted of old white men with white Hemingway-style beards, 
wearing Orvis fishing costumes, who drank mucho booze, standing before judges. 
I told the people who tried to get me to enter the contest that I was not qualified, because 
unlike the contestants, I knew how to write and how to fish, and after some years had 
passed, I added to my excuses, I did not drink. 
A reason I never gave, because maybe it was too painful for me at the time - 
I wrote three mainstream non-fiction books, which some people said were fiction. I wrote 
several spiritual books, which in places were stranger than fiction, and sometimes were 
accused of being fiction. I wrote reams of mystical poems and some novels. And, I wrote 
maybe 20,000 pages on blogs, about things I was experiencing in Key West and Florida 
Keys politics, and with people who lived down there, and with beings that did not live on 
this planet, which people in the Bible called angels, and much of that was called fiction. 


Although I tried to make money off my early writings, that didn't happen. Although I hoped 
to make money off some of the later writings, that did not happen. So, I just wrote, because 
it seemed I had to write. 
Now, thanks to a friend who is really smart and learned the tech skills to make it happen, 
some of my writings are already in Internet libraries and archives, as free reads, with no ads 
or solicitations. More of the writings will be there, as my friend is able to put them there. 
My last novel, HEAVY WAIT: A Strange Tale, fell out of me April-June 2000, after its 
storyline was provided by a street performer I met in Key West. His jaw dropped after I told 
him I had lived about half of the novel the year prior. 
Set in Birmingham, Port St. Joe and Apalachicola, Florida, and the Caribbean garden 
island Dominica., HEAVY WAIT is a relentless, delicious, maddening romp through 
love, lotteries, broken hearts, enlightened psychiatry, unearthly romance, lawyers, 
good and awful, more enlightened psychiatry, and deranged politicians, and poetry, 
and none of it is true, except the parts you believe are true. 


Thursday, January 26, 2023 


asleep...waking...woke 


Some things to ponder about waking up: 


The Official C.S. Lewis Group (Facebook) 
Was CS Lewis a believing Christian or a mystical Christian? 


Sloan Bashinsky 

A mystic has direct experience with what Christians call God, and 
with angels, and even with demons, and so the mystic does not 
believe any longer, but knows such exist. For example, St. Francis 
of Assisi, Saint Anthony of the Desert, St. John of the Cross. There 
have been mystics in other religions, such as the Sufi Rumi, and his 
spiritual teacher Shams. Mystics tend to feel kinda like the kid born 
on Mars in Robert Heinlein’s book, STRANGER IN A STRANGE 
LAND. Was CS Lewis a mystic? I don’t know, but he truly was a 
remarkable man, and perhaps, like some mystics, he simply kept to 
himself that he was having direct experiences with supernatural 
beings. 


Here’s a link to a novel by a mystic, me: HEAVY WAIT: A Strange 
Tale. Free read, no ads. 
https://archive.org/details/heavy-wait-a-strange-tale_202212/ 
mode/2up 
Poetic Outlaws (Facebook) 
“When a writer is swayed with his fame and his fortune, you can float him down the 
river with the turds. ” 
— Charles Bukowski 


Poetic Outlaws (Facebook) 


The Waking 
By: Theodore Roethke 


I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow. 
I feel my fate in what I cannot fear. 
I learn by going where I have to go. 


We think by feeling. What is there to know? 
I hear my being dance from ear to ear. 
I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow. 


Of those so close behind me, which are you? 
God bless the Ground! I shall walk softly there, 
And learn by going where I have to go. 


Light takes the Tree; but who can tell us how? 
The lonely worm climbs up a winding stair; 
I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow. 


Great Nature has another thing to do 

To you and me; so take the lively air; 

And, lovely, learn by going where to go. 

This shaking keeps me steady. I should know. 
What falls away is always. And is near. 

I wake to sleep, and take my waking slow. 

I learn by going where I have to go. 


Sloan Bashinskky 

I also found waking up, so to speak, was a journey with lots of 
twists and turns and missteps and surprises and moving forward. A 
few poems that fell out of me in the early 1990s seemed to forecast 
how it would be going for me. Here's the first. 


Dead poets are poets who never write 
Who obey shoulds and oughts 

Who live to please others 

Who value money over God 

Who die without ever having lived 


Death is their mark 


Dead poets are remembered by the living 
Living poets are remembered by time 
Dead poets never sing their song 

Living poets nover stop singing it 

The difference between the two is this: 
One worships fear, the other life 


To be a dead poet is hard 

It requires being someone else 

To be a living poet is easy 

It only means being myself 

One choice is hell, the other heaven 
That is what is meant by free will 


The American right, fueled by Donald Trump, delights in calling the American left names, such as 
socialists, communists, woke. 


Yet, have the American right ever lived in a real socialist or communist country? 


Have they ever experienced the cleansing of the Lord promoted in the New Testament Letter to the 
Hebrews? 


Have they ever experienced the baptism in fire and in Spirit of the Jesus in the Gospels? 
Does the American right have any clue what being woke really is? 
As for the American left, led by Joe Biden ... 


I heard a funny report many years ago about a wandering tribe in America called the Fukawis, who 
were forever getting lost and gathering in a circle and sitting down and holding hands closing their eyes 
and chanting, "Where the fuck are we?! Where the fuck are we?!" 


Meanwhile, here's the second poem that fell of me in the early 1990s and suggested where I was 
headed: 


I happened upon a mockingbird 
singing his fool head off. 


I asked him how and why he sang? 
But all he did was look ahead, 
all he did was sing. 


He never turned to see if I was watching, 


Or listened for money jingling in my pockets, 
Or asked if I liked his music, 

Or expected a recording contract. 

He was too busy singing 


to pay any attention to me. 
Thus did I learn 

the greatest sin of all 

is to kill a mockingbird. 


And here's the third: 


Who invented the rule that poetry must rhyme, have pentameter, be cast into verse? 
Yes, please tell me who, just who, invented that really silly rule? Surely it wasn't the 
maker of the first stone - otherwise, there'd be no stones to break all those slavin' 
rules! 


Saturday, January 28, 2023 


Will Earthlings ever conquer their animal instincts and travel to the stars? 


Yesterday on Facebook: 


Poetic Outlaws 

“We are certainly in a state of transition; we have arrived at nothing less than the end of history. 
However, it is not something to be alarmed about. I imagine it's simply the normal situation that 
prevails when a species is preparing to depart for the stars... 


"I believe that the psychedelic experience was the light at the beginning of history. That this is actually 
the thing; that we have now reached a sufficient level of analytical sophistication to discern the force 
that pushed the animal mind onto the human stage. 


—Terence McKenna 
(Full post below) 
POETICOUTLAWS.SUBSTACK.COM 


The Light at the Beginning of History 


A profound excerpt from Terence Mckenna's 'Archaic Revival’ 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Hard for me to imagine any intelligent life beyond Earth wants or even would allow 
Earthlings to colonize elsewhere. Be that as it may, it's just as difficult for me to 
imagine Elon Musk actually living on Mars very long, so very, very far from the sun, 
requiring a space suit to take a walk on the land in a never ending search for water, 
and so forth. Perhaps Musk has not read, or read and sulfured off, Robert Heinlein's 
novel STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND, which I think should ge required 
reading for every middle school student. 

As for psychedelics, perhaps some day Earthlings will be conscious enough to grok 
that using such assisted lift off agents might allow them to barely see what they so 
desperately wish to have, even own, but they won't reach that destination in that way. 
What they might achieve instead is their souls are hopped onto by supra or super 
natural beings, which come back to earth with them, so to speak, and feed on and 
otherwise use them for the rest of their earthly lives. 

That may be viewed like grotesque sci-fantasy by some, but not by a shaman trained 
in the old way. Much safer to trip under the protective wing of such a shaman, who is 
looking out for and shielding trippers from what they cannot imagine. 

Meanwhile, isn't the goal, or the hope, of most spiritual traditions and religions on 
Earth to achieve the stars, so to speak, heaven on earth, so also to speak, while still in 
human form? Failing which, in some traditions, we get to come back and try again, 
and again, and again? 


This poem flopped out of me in the spring of 1994: 


Earth... 
The sacred prism 
through which souls are refracted 
into their elemental parts, 
purified in Holy Fire, 
then one-forged 
and sent on their way 
to not even God knows where, 
simply because they are all 
unique emanations of God, 
evolving ... 


As for the animal mind, consider the Sufi Poet Rumi: 
CHICKPEA TO COOK 


A chickpea leaps almost over the rim of the pot 
where it’s being boiled. 

‘Why are you doing this to me?’ 

The cook knocks him down with the ladle. 
‘Don’t you try to jump out. 

You think I’m torturing you. 

I’m giving you flavour, 

so you can mix with spices and rice 

and be the lovely vitality of a human being. 
Remember when you drank rain in the garden. 
That was for this.’ 

Advertisements 

Grace first. Sexual pleasure, 

then a boiling new life begins, 

and the Friend has something good to eat. 
Eventually the chickpea 

will say to the cook, 

‘Boil me some more. 

Hit me with the skimming spoon. 

I can’t do this by myself. 

I’m like an elephant that dreams of gardens 
back in Hindustan and doesn’t pay attention 
to his driver. You’re my cook, my driver, 
my way to existence. I love your cooking.’ 
The cook says, 

‘I was once like you, 

fresh from the ground. Then I boiled in time, 
and boiled in the body, two fierce boilings. 
My animal soul grew powerful. 

I controlled it with practices, 

and boiled some more, and boiled 

once beyond that, 

and became your teacher.’ 


Sunday, January 29, 2023 


Some critical race war history not taught in American schools and news media 


Some well-known American war casualties. 


Malcom X 


President Barack Obama accepts Nobel Prize for Peace 
while waging war in Afghanistan and Iraq 


When you start a new country with human slavery driving much of its economy, serious karma will 
play out around that for quite a while, or longer. 


Consider Muhammed Ali was put in an American prison because he refused to be inducted and sent to 
Vietnam. His view was no Viet Cong had ever called him no nigger. 


Here's something else Ali said: 


“Why should they ask me to put on a uniform and go ten thousand miles from home 
and drop bombs and bullets on brown people in Vietnam while so-called Negro 
people in Louisville are treated like dogs and denied simple human rights? 


No, I am not going ten thousand miles from home to help murder and burn another 
poor nation simply to continue the domination of white slave masters of the darker 
people the world over. This is the day when such evils must come to an end. I have 


been warned that to take such a stand would put my prestige in jeopardy and could 
cause me to lose millions of dollars which should accrue to me as the champion. 


But I have said it once and I will say it again. The real enemy of my people is right 
here. I will not disgrace my religion, my people or myself by becoming a tool to 
enslave those who are fighting for their own justice, freedom and equality... 


If I thought the war was going to bring freedom and equality to 22 million of my 
people they wouldnt have to draft me, I’d join tomorrow. But I either have to obey 
the laws of the land or the laws of Allah. I have nothing to lose by standing up for my 
beliefs. So I'll go to jail. We’ve been in jail for four hundred years.” 


Imagine a U.S. Military with no black troops. Imagine only young white soldiers 
dying in Vietnam. Imagine the furor from American whites. 


I developed the view, which the angels on my case seemed to favor, that John F. Kennedy, Martin 
Luther King, Robert F. Kennedy and Malcom X were killed because they publicly opposed America 
being at war in Vietnam. Only a few people agreed with me, even though the Las Vegas odds odds of 
all four men being killed after they opposed the Vietnam war not being connected, were ZERO. Those 
also were the God odds. 


Now consider the unimaginable. America's first and so far only black president, Barack Obama, 
accepted the Nobel Prize for Peace, while he continued President George Bush and Vice President Dick 
Cheney's rich white men wars for corporate profit in Afghanistan and Iraq. Did President Obama ever 
see the similarity between black American soldiers fighting in those two wars, to black slaves picking 
cotton in the Old South? 


Now consider what President Donald Trump really meant, and what his followers understood he meant, 
when he said, "Stop the steal." Trump meant, stop the steal by black voters. 


Recall the many photos of seas of white faces at MAGA rallies. Here’ s one. 


fiord JESUS, § 
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Recall presidential candidate Donald Trump waffling in 2016, when he was endorsed by former Klu 
Klux Klan Grand Wizard David Duke. Recall Trump pretending he had never heard of Duke. Recall 
Trump not saying pronto that he didn't want Duke or the KKK's support. 


Recall President Donald Trump defending the white mob in Charlottesville, Virginia, waving 
Confederate and Swastika flags, enraged over the removal of Confederate monuments from public 
view. 


Consider the January 6, 2021 attempt to overthrow the American government by a Trump-incited white 
mob. 


Recall Ivana Trump being quoted in Vanity Fair as saying, when she and Donald were married, he kept 
a book of Hitler's speeches in a cabinet on his side of their bed, and sometimes he pulled it out at night 
and read it; and when later asked about that, Trump said, if he ever had such a book, he didn't read it. 


The program fer world conquest es offered by Hitler in his only 


viterunces sinen Meia Kompl —his speeches (now in the public 
domain), with complete commentary ond Nislorical bockgreend, 


Consider Donald Trump said the Iraq war was invented, and when he ran for President in 2016, he said 
he would end America's endless wars. Yet after being elected president, he proposed monetizing the 
natural resources of Iraq and Afghanistan to repay America for those two wars. 


Consider the furor that arose from the American right over President Joe Biden pulling America out of 
the Afghanistan war, which President Donald Trump had said he was going to do. There was no way to 
get out of Afghanistan cleanly, even as there was no way to get out of the Vietnam war cleanly. 


Consider two jolting Vietnam war revelations the angels arranged to be dropped on me. 


(1) In mid-1988, my father invited me to attended a Downtown Birmingham Rotary Club luncheon 
with him. This was a top shelf club, its members prominent or children of prominent members. The 
guest speaker was the CEO (or President or Executive Director) of the National Geographic. His topic 
was "Getting to Know Our Neighbors." He said the Geographic had come to think many conflicts 
between nations were caused, at least in part, by people not knowing much about people in other 
countries. He said a study had revealed that 95 percent of American high school and college students 
could not locate Vietnam on a map. 


After the speaker finished his talk, he invited questions, The first question was, "Did the Geographic 
have a position on the Vietnam war?" The speaker said the Geographic had correspondents in Saigon, 
where there was a huge street demonstration of people carrying posters begging America to save them. 
The posters were in English . That demonstration was seen all over America television news. It swung 
American sentiment from against to for American military intervention in South Vietnam. 


The speaker said the Geographic's correspondents spoke Vietnamese and French and they interviewed 
many of the demonstrators, who said they had been paid money by the Saigon government to 
demonstrate and carry the posters They did not speak English and did not know what was on the 
posters or why they were demonstrating. The speaker said the Geographic did some digging and 
learned the money for the demonstration had been paid by American corporations and the U.S. 
Government. 


You could have heard a pin drop in the Rotary Club. Many of the older members, including my father, 
were WW II combat veterans. My father look like he was going to throw up. He had never liked the 
Vietnam war. He said nothing about it the, nor during the drive back to where he had picked me up to 
go to the luncheon with him. He never spoke of it later. 


(2) In the spring of 2005, I joined a "Seekers" group, who met weekly in the Unitarian Church in Key 
West. The church minister, who just happened to be from Tuscaloosa, Alabama, attended each meeting. 
There were about ten of us. We talked about on and of-off beat topics. 


One day, a fellow maybe 10 years my senior, said he had worked for the CIA and was stationed with a 
CIA team in South Vietnam when the French were trying to retake Vietnam and regain access to its 
rubber trees and other national recourses. Although publicly the American government was backing 
France, his team's mission was to help Ho Chi Minh beat the French, so America could have access to 
Vietnam's rubber trees and other natural resources. He said that Ho wanted to do business with 
America, but in the end America wanted too much. Not caring at all for Communist China, Ho sought 
the Soviet Union's help. 


I sat in my chair waiting on a response from the other group members. No one said anything. I asked, 
"Did you hear what he just said?" There was no response. It was like being among the walking dead. 
Seekers? That older man and I became somewhat friends. He received copies of my shootings off of 
my mouth posted at my blog. We bumped into each other every now and then in Key West. Sometimes 
I retold that on my blog. A Key west reader of the blog told me that he knew the same man, who had 
told him the same story with a lot more details. 


Consider also the false flag Gulf of Tonkin resolution in the U.S. Congress, which put all of the above 
skullduggery into full play and led to America eventually being split about down the middle, until 
Republican Richard Nixon was elected President and got America out of Democrat President Lyndon 
Johnson's rich white man$ Vietnam war, like Democrat President Joe Biden would much later get 
America out President George W. Bush and Vice-President Richard Cheney's war in Afghanistan, for 
which Biden had voted in favor when he was in the U.S. Congress. 


Were America's wars in Vietnam, Afghanistan and Iraq worth even one killed, wounded or post 
traumatic stressed American soldier? Well? 


Monday, January 30, 2023 


Wrestling with angels, God, scriptures, atheists, ourselves... 


Poetic Outlaws 

We create gods and struggle 
with them, and they 

bless us. 

~ Hermann Hesse 


Elizabeth 
“The rabbis have a metaphor for this wrestling with the text: The story of Jacob wrestling 
the angel in Genesis 32. He struggles, and it is exhausting and tiring, and in the end his hip 
is injured. It hurts. And he walks away limping. Because when you wrestle with the text, 
you walk away limping. 
And some people have no limp, because they haven’t wrestled. But the ones limping have 
had an experience with the living God.” 
~ Rob Bell 


Chuck 
I have s limp, but I’ve never wrestled with text nor angels. It was spinal stenosis that 
robbed me of my youthful gait. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

A problem for me with this post is the meme, which relates to an Old Testament report of a 
man and an angel, which I am not sure jives with the Hesse quote. Based on his books, 
Hesse seemed to be a mystic. As such, he had unconventional views of religions and gods. 
Did you read his novel, Siddhartha? 

Jacob wrestled with the angel, who cheated to win. Jacob came away with a limp in his 
gait, which became a badge for someone having wrestled with God, or an angel, and 
survived,and perhaps become like Jacob. 


I imagine wrestling with the text is about trying to grok that and other passages in the 
scriptures, what do they really mean, how do they apply to someone wrestling with the 
texts? 

As for creating gods, that is not what that passage is about. First, an angel is not a god, but 
is a supernatural being. You'd probably have to have lived in my skin, or in the skin of 
someone like me, who has been confronted, steered, rebuked, rescued, etc. by angels for 
decades, to not think I'm making it up, or am nuts, or whatever. 

Something, call it what you like, is there, which is beyond human comprehension, to which 
the angels named in the Bible are allegiant. Demons also exist, and that to which they 
answer, which I call Lucifer. I've had experiences with them, as well. Head on, and 
indirectly, in spirit sensations and in their influence on people unaware of the influence in 
most cases. 

For a very long time, people have had gods they worshiped, feared, loved, etc. And, yes, 
those gods were to some or a greater degree created in those people's own but enhanced 
image. 

Yet, as I said above, there is something there, which is beyond human comprehension. I 
know this for a fact, but I'd be nuts if I thought I could prove it to anyone else. I have 
known people in similar predicament to my own. Strangners in a strange land might 
describe us pretty well. 


Poetic Outlaws 

“The atheist staring from his attic window is often nearer to God than the believer caught up in his own 
false image of God.” 

— Martin Buber 


Sloan Bashinsky 
For some time now, I've said, if there were no God (or whatever we wish to call what 
started everything), then that topic would never come up. 
I have told Christians that what a person believes is irrelevant, compared to how a person 
behaves. An atheist, for example, can be much closer to God and Jesus, than a Christian, 
without ever admitting either exist. 
On this I wager my life and my soul. Anyone, atheist or not, living in my skin since early 
1987, would know for a fact that what I was raised to call God exists, and angels and 
demons and the Devil, too. And ETs, as well. And other sentient beings not recognized by 
human science and religions. 


I'd be nuts, though, if I thought I could convince anyone about that, who has not had his/her 
own similar experiences. 


E Kay 
Spirituality is a relationship with the divine, Religion is crowd control. 


Norman 
E Kay YES! 


Sloan Bashinsky 
E Kay Amen 


Chris 
the divine is also an illusion. ask the dog eating his own shit 


E Kay 
Chris Ok to each his own. 


Liz 
Chris 
Sounds like a perfect epitaph for you. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Chris, if you lived in my skin, or the skins of some other people I have known, you 
would have a very different view. Meanwhile, dog spelled backward is? 


Thursday, February 2, 2023 


some thoughts on getting old ... 


There is growing up and getting old, and there is growing up. 


Poetic Outlaws 
“Good God, how old I have become! Everything bores me, I don’t feel anything, even 
about myself... I am prepared, within the limits of my powers, to bear this sad burden of 
existence.” 
— Leo Tolstoy 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Now 80 and some months, and a writer, poet, blogger and more 
recently a podcaster, and not counting a few bright anomalies, 
totally unimpressed with the state of human and the declining state 
of my body, sense of humor and irreverence, I perhaps can resonate 
with the gritty old Russian in some ways, although there still is 
enough spicy stuff going on in the world around me that I cannot 
say my life is entirely boring. Although I didn't come any where 
close to achieving Tolstoy's literary works and fame, I have a 
modest audience since the podcast went into the Torrent system 


and some of the writings went into internet archives/libraries, 
thanks to a tech wizard friend of mine, who got the libraries to hold 
the writings and podcast episodes after he uploads them. 


Meanwhile, I'm at the point where I think maybe the Lord taking 
me and thus cheating doctors, hospitals, elder care facilities, 
hospices and lawyers out of their perceived ju$t due$ is a far more 
useful disposition of me and my remains. Were I a beloved pet, my 
owner already would be talking with a veterinarian about when to 
put me down. Were I a member of an ancient nomad tribe, I would 
be preparing to wander off on my own to save the tribe having to 
look after and feed me, as I become food for Mother Nature's 
animals, bugs and worms. Instead, I get up each day in a city 
apartment, wondering why I'm still here? Then, I get on with living 
another day the best I can, cherishing bright moments, groaning 


most of the rest of the time, wondering why I'm still here? 


As I marinated in that, this showed up in my Facebook timeline, and I was glad it did. 


Poet's Corner / Esquina Poetica 


"I sat on the park bench feeding the birds today 
and a little girl with a yellow ribbon came 

up and stood in front of me 

and said 


I can't tell you how many scars 
~*~. it takes to become a man. 

All | know is it takes a hell of a 
lot more to be a better one. 


-Michael Xavier 


"Hey mister, buy me ice-cream." 
Go away, I’m busy I said. 

I wanted to cut her little pigtails off and feed them to the 
pigeons. 

But she wouldn’t let up 

"You look melancholy," 

she said 

and twirled around in a circle. 


I stopped from feeding the birds and stared at her spinning little head. 
Do you even know what that word means? I said. 


" 


“it’s what old people are when they don’t want to admit that they’ re sad,” she said 
and began to twirl again. 

I couldn’t stop staring at the ribbon in her hair. 

Humph I said, it will rot your teeth. 

She held out her hand and smiled 

And I stuck a quarter in it. 

“Listen mister, it costs $1.25.” 

Holy shit, when I was your age you could get two ice-cream sandwi---whatever. 
I gave her the damn money and she took off like a freight train. 

I watched the ribbon in her hair disappear over the small hill in the park and 
I felt my limbs go soft. 

The little son-of-a-bitch was right 

melancholy 

it had set in years ago 

Taken me over like a world war 

like an old score 

I was settled in to it 

comfortable in it 

The loss 

The lecherous 

The left handedness of time had come and gone and left me a veteran 

of the battle within me. 

The rage had left 

And I had replaced it with regret. 

“Hey mister, I got you one, too. I was wrong, they were two for $1.25.” 

Go away I’m busy, I said, and wiped my eyes with my sleeve 

I wanted to pull her pigtails off and stick them in her ice-cream cones. 

“You should have one, it will make you not so sad,” she said and stuck one in my 
face. 

The smell of cheap chocolate and half melted ice milk hasn’t changed in forty years 
and 

goddamn it if that kid wasn’t right 

the second that cone hit my stomach 

the sugar 

the cocoa 

the cream did its work 

and I sat smiling as she skipped around the bench 

scaring the birds 

tugging the ribbon from her hair and looping it in the air 

pulling it over my shoulder 

evening the score 

calling off the war 

settling 

the loss 


the lecherous 

the left handedness of time 
and the battle inside me 
the rage 

woke up 

and began stirring 

the fight 

the fire 

replacing regret 

and I laughed as she left 
saying outloud 

“best bucktwentyfive ever spent.” 


It's been a while since I spent time around small children, of whom Jesus in the Gospels said the 
Kingdom of God is made? Yet, elsewhere in the Gospels, he was crystal clear that adults faced a 
serious trial, if they followed him into that Kingdom. 


For example, this post at a Reddit spirituality group, where everyone uses fake names. I'm 
Puzzleheaded. 


spirituality (Reddit), 
u/true 


can a spiritual awakening cause depression? 
If so, Why? 


Puzzleheaded 


You can pretty much count on it, but to label it depression probably 
is not accurate in either the spiritual or the clinical psychology 
sense. 


You might wish to read the Sufi poet Rumi's classic poem, The 
Chickpea, which is about his own spiritual trial by fire at the hands 
of his teacher, or at the hands of God, depending on how you read 
that poem. Rumi's teacher was named Shams, who was irascible, 
irreverent, yet he certainly got Rumi's attention, when Rumi 
thought he was already pretty far along the spiritual path. 


You might also wish to read in the Gospels what Jesus told his 
disciples about what was in for them, if they stuck with him and 
did as he advised them to do, while he did it himself. For example, 
he told them, Many are called, but few are chosen; the road to life 
is difficult and the gate narrow, and few enter; the work is great and 
the workers are few; and: 


Matthew 3:11 “I [John the Baptist] baptize you with water for 
repentance. But after me comes one who is more powerful than I, 
whose sandals I am not worthy to carry. He will baptize you with 
the Holy Spirit and fire. 


Luke 12:49 [Jesus] “I have come to bring fire on the earth, and 
how I wish it were already kindled! 50 But I have a baptism to 
undergo, and what constraint I am under until it is completed! 51 
Do you think I came to bring peace on earth? No, I tell you, but 
division. 52 From now on there will be five in one family divided 
against each other, three against two and two against three. 53 They 
will be divided, father against son and son against father, mother 
against daughter and daughter against mother, mother-in-law 
against daughter-in-law and daughter-in-law against mother-in- 
law.” 


John 8:31-32 So Jesus said to the Jews who believed in him, “If 
you continue to obey my teaching, you are truly my followers. 
Then you will know the truth, and the truth will make you free.” 


I do not mean to promote Christianity, which seems not to 
understand Jesus in the Gospels very well. However, reading about 
some of the later saints in Christendom might inform what trials 
they endured, say, San Juan de la Cruz (St. John of the Cross) and 
St. Francis of Assisi, both of whom experienced the dark night of 
the soul, about which Juan is considered the expert in Christendom. 


Waking up is painful, because of what it causes us. Looking at 
other people more realistically. Looking at ourselves more 
realistically. If we do not get our perceptions dashed, then are we 
really waking up? If we do not feel lonely and distressed, alienated, 


are we really leaving the herd, which history has proven over and 
over is never right? 


The spiritual path is not easy, How can it be, when there is so much 
to change and shed in us? So that, hopefully, we emerge eventually 
someone else entirely, yet we are still in it. For once it starts, it 
doesn't end, unless we do something that causes it to end, like 
boozing, drugging or killing ourselves. 


I'm not speaking theoretically here, but from decades of being on 
that road. Fortunately, I was and still am assisted, steered, 
corrected, even spanked, and carried by angels known in the Bible. 
But I do not belong to that religion, through which the angels took 
me back into and through it into something else entirely. 


Each person is unique, and so each person's spiritual path. 
However, there are certain benchmarks that generally apply, which 
I have tried to explain here. 


Another is stated in the Letter to the Hebrews in the New 
Testament: Once the cleansing of the Lord begins, do not turn 
away. Hang in there, endure it, because an attempt is being made to 
change us from drinking milk, to eating meat; from being children, 
to being teachers. 


Novelists’ worst nightmare? They are the main character and plot. 


ae 


E 


When I realized the last novel Ernest Hemingway completed, THE OLD MAN AND THE SEA, was 
his suicide note, I knew there is much more to novels than novelists imagine. 


The older we get, the more ghosts crowd and claim us. Death does not deter the dead from 
living on within us and around us. We are under their spell. The world becomes irrevocably 
haunted. 


— Nick Tosches 


It creeps into us, this desperation, without our being quite aware of its nature, when 
we enter our fifth decade of life. 

If we are fortunate enough to enter our seventh decade, its nature is clear to us. But 
society, thoughts of moral judgment, a sense of shame, even fear of public damnation 
and prison restrain us, and the growing compulsion devours most of us unslaked as 
we wend our way from life in silence and secrecy to our common end. Most of us. 
But I would not be one of them... 

If I could not bear the truth, I could at least close my eyes in the comfort of a lie... 
Most men believe their lives to be somehow distinguished from the rest. But their 
lives hold as little interest as they do meaning, and are worthy only of being 
extinguished. 

As a writer I have encountered more of these men than I care to remember, indeed 
than I can remember. Though they do not read, except perhaps to graze on the mulch 
of an ill-written tabloid or the drivel on a handheld device or computer screen, they 
feel that writers might somehow be drawn to their drab and dreary tales of sameness. 
It is hard to escape them. They know nothing, least of all themselves. They go from 
cradle to grave seeking something. What they seek means as little to me as they do. 
They are a source of tedium and acid reflux, nothing more... 

Do not think that I am setting writers apart from this majority. Most of them, in fact, 
belong to it. But they are not writers to be read, or countenanced... 

I myself did not read much anymore. And I wrote even less. In fact, I had not written 
a book in years. Nothing seemed to matter. I felt that there was nothing left to write. I 
was a poet without pen or drum. Approaching a blank page, or even thinking of doing 
so, I felt disoriented and abstracted and my nerves went raw. 

Again and again I swore that I would stop drinking and resume writing. Again and 
again I drank. And when I did not, I sat and drank coffee and smoked and withdrew 
into myself. Yet I still called myself a writer when asked what I did for a living. 
Maybe I still thought like a writer. Or maybe, as George Orwell said, all writers are 
vain, selfish, and lazy... 

In the folly and self-torture of trying to say what cannot be said lies nothing but ruin. 
This is why the greatest of writers have in the end always forsaken words for silence. 
As George Steiner said: “The true masters are those who relinquish their vocation.” 
It was Rimbaud who saw the light earliest, quitting the racket six days before his 
twenty-first birthday, to run guns and coffee in Africa. But it was Pound who put it 
best, after fifty-seven years’ work on his Cantos: “I have tried to write Paradise / Do 
not move / Let the wind speak / that is paradise.” 

Exceptional men do not hold their experiences to be out of the ordinary or of interest 
to anyone else. Unlike the trodden fungus-men, they are not so ignorantly and 
presumptuously self-absorbed. 

They are nobody and they know it. They shun notice. They are exceedingly rare. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

"Again and again I swore that I would stop drinking and resume 
writing. Again and again I drank. And when I did not, I sat and 
drank coffee and smoked and withdrew into myself. Yet I still 
called myself a writer when asked what I did for a living." 


Perhaps there is a message in that for Tosches? 


"Exceptional men do not hold their experiences to be out of the 
ordinary or of interest to anyone else. Unlike the trodden fungus- 
men, they are not so ignorantly and presumptuously self-absorbed. 
They are nobody and they know it. They shun notice. They are 
exceedingly rare." 


So, is Tosches a trodden fungus-man? 


I'm 80 and some months. In 1992, this hopped out of me, when my 
writings were changing from non-fiction to stranger than fiction: 


I happened upon a mockingbird 

singing his fool head off. 

I asked him how and why he sang? 

But all he did was look ahead, 

all he did was sing. 

He never turned to see if I was watching, 
Or listened for money jingling in my pockets, 
Or asked if I liked his music, 

Or expected a recording contract. 

He was too busy singing 

to pay any attention to me. 

Thus did I learn 

the greatest sin of all 

is to kill a mockingbird. 


AuthorPoetic Outlaws 

Sloan Bashinsky It's from a novel, my man. Tosches was a fierce 
writer and a lot of his writings are self-loathing. Just try to enjoy 
the prose instead of analyzing every word. He's fire. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Thanks. I saw it was from a novel. 


A little while after I wrote my first novel in 1992, this fell out of 
me: 


"Although he sometimes tries to write fiction, when the tale is told, 
every character is is a character in himself, every plot a plot in 
himself. There are no surprises, only his to discover the parts of 
himself he has lost, forgotten, thrown away, or didn't even know 
were there." 


My experiences since early 1987 were so increasingly out of the 
ordinary, that most people thought I was nuts, or a liar, when I 
spoke or wrote of those experiences.) That has not changed. Q 


Friday, February 3, 2023 


If the mob could see, would it shit and go blind? 


Poetic Outlaws 
“The public, with its mob yearning to be instructed, edified and pulled by the nose, 
demands certainties; it must be told definitely and a bit raucously that this is true and 
that is false. But there are no certainties.” 

—HL Mencken 


Sloan Bashinsky 

History proved over that the herd is never right. Big Brother, in 
various forms, is ever eager to tell people how to live and what will 
happen if they don't obey. I spent almost half of my life offering 
different solutions to people and groups. A few individuals were 
open to something outside the box, but the bulk, or herd, were not. 
I read somewhere that the status quo is a living organism that views 
change as a lethal threat that must be defeated by any and all means 
available. 


Clint 

Sloan Bashinsky Well, Devil's Advocate says just 
because it is change doesn't always mean its 
good. The law of unintended consequence falls 
most swiftly and brutally on the masses. 


Sloan Bashinsky 


Clint Irwin Agreed, not all change is beneficial. 
But for change promoted by someone or 
someones to happen and take root, masses 
(herds) have to support it, don’t they? For 
examples, religions, ideologies, etc. 


For example, the change promoted by Jesus in 
the Gospels, he said few would accept. The 
Jewish leaders really didn’t care for him. His 
early followers were hunted down and killed by 
the Roman government, if they did not renounce 
him. That continued until a Roman emperor 
converted to Christianity, which became the 
official religion of the Roman Empire. That was 
when Jesus seen in the Gospels was was greatly 
watered down by the early church leaders, to 
make him more attractive to the masses, easier 
for them to embrace. 

For example: 

Matthew 3:11 “I [John the Baptist] baptize you 
with water for repentance. But after me comes 
one who is more powerful than I, whose sandals 
I am not worthy to carry. He will baptize you 
with the Holy Spirit and fire. 


Luke 12:49 [Jesus] “I have come to bring fire on 
the earth, and how I wish it were already 
kindled! But I have a baptism to undergo, and 
what constraint I am under until it is completed! 
Do you think I came to bring peace on earth? No, 
I tell you, but division. From now on there will 
be five in one family divided against each other, 
three against two and two against three. They 
will be divided, father against son and son 
against father, mother against daughter and 
daughter against mother, mother-in-law against 
daughter-in-law and daughter-in-law against 
mother-in-law.” 


John 8:31-32 

So Jesus said to the Jews who believed in him, 
“If you continue to obey my teaching, you are 
truly my followers. Then you will know the truth, 
and the truth will make you free.” 

Elsewhere in the Gospels, Jesus said: 

Many are called, but few are chosen; the road to 
life is difficult and the gate narrow and few enter; 
the work is great and the laborers are few; turn 
the other cheek; do good to and pray for your 


enemies; love your neighbor as yourself; do unto 
others as you would have done unto you; it is 
more blessed to give than to receive; take no 
thought for tomorrow, for each day has enough 
trouble of its own ... 


Clint 

Sloan Bashinsky The masses were simply not 
capable of seeing something Great coming from 
a commoner, so they needed to hear he was a 
God. "Hey, this guy was born in Nazareth, but he 
must have been born in Bethlehem because that 
is where the Messiah was supposed to be born, 
so let's work on that." 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Clint I think if Jesus actually did perform the 
miracles told in the Gospels, the masses assumed 
he was a god, or the son of God, and they needed 
no help from the local Big Brother to flock to 
him, and they would do the same today, were he 
doing what he is said to have done back then. But 
could they hear him back then? Could they hear 
him today? Great masses certainly flocked to 
Donald Trump, whom they viewed as their 
savior, America's savior, God-sent even. But 
then, he told them what they wanted to hear, 
whereas Jesus told people what it would be like 
to be saved by him, which the early church 
quickly discarded, because that was not a good 
recruiting tool, it did not cause the masses to 
make large donations to churches. My reason for 
dragging Jesus in the Gospels into this was, he is 
a well known example of what happens to 
someone who challenges the status quo, and how 
the religion that claimed him later began to 
behave is a good example of just how little 
interest the status quo has in change. 

Another conversation under the same Poetic Outlaws post: 
Abrham 
With all the accumulated knowledge/data ever 
expanding and we are the most insecure 
generation that has ever lived. The diabolical 
irony! 


Frank 
Abrham We are living in a spoiled generation as 
well.. 


Abrham 

Frank that is no maybe ... 

It's just an example of "double negative" (typical 
of relaxed colloquial / uneducated speech). 
Semantically, it makes more sense to say the ain't 
can be converted to is in the cited context 


Frank 
We are living in a spoiled generation as well.. 


Abrham 
Frank True true and i have experieced it first 
hand to my bitter disgust 


Frank 

Abrham even a doctor or lawyer will give any 
certainties other than taking your money with no 
guarantees 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Frank In old China, physicians 
treated patients, and if the 
patients got well, the doctors 
got paid. Several times doctors 
saved me, and often they 
helped me, and sometimes they 
were unable to help me. I did 
not begrudge them their fees, 
but sometimes I was unable to 
pay them and they cut their 
fees, Once, a hospital waived 
its fees, after helping save my 
life. Later, when I was flush, I 
paid the bill. They said they 
had written it off, and I said do 
for someone else what you did 
for me. Yet today, some 
hospital charges are so high as 
mind boggling. If I did not 
have Medicare, I probably 
wouldn't use hospitals. I'm 80, 
having my fair share of 
medical encounters. 


I once practiced law, and can 
attest that lawyers very much 
want to be paid for 
representing clients, but some 
lawyers work on a get paid if 


they win basis, but they are 
suing for large sums of money, 
while some cases allow 
imposition of an attorney fee 
for the work done. The practice 
of law today seems far more 
capitalistic that when I 
practiced. Yet, lawyers 
sometimes really help people. I 
had clients tell me I saved their 
lives. I had other clients who 
didn't like me at all. Sometimes 
clients were real pains in the 
ass, and I wished I had not 
taken them as clients. 
Sometimes I screwed up a 
case, or did not get the result 
hoped for. I felt awful, but if I 
was getting paid for the job, I 
got paid. Otherwise, not. It's 
not entirely black and white, 
but $$$ have become a lot 
more important. 


Frank 

Sloan Bashinsky I as well now 
pushing 81 and I’m with you 
about Medicare and I also 
carry a supplement policy.. I 
was in the hospital lately for 7 
days and walked out only 
having to pay a few bucks out 
of pocket.. like you say from a 
law practice each case is 
different and all lawyers 
practice in different ways.. All 
doctors and lawyers aren’t 
competent plus clients and 
patients can be a pain in the 
behind.. keep on keeping .. Pro 
Bono sounds good.. take care 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Frank Many lawyers do some 
pro bono work, as volunteers. 
All lawyers do some pro bono 
work, because either a client 
can't pay, or the client stiffs the 
lawyer. 


My law license is active, but I 
don't have any clients. I don't 
have a legal secretary, or 
paralegal it's called today. I 
have been so long out of the 
practice that anything I 
attempted might be 
malpractice. Nor do I have the 
office machinery - copier, 
scanner, FAX machine, printer- 
to get out paper documents. 


For some years, I advised 
people about approaching legal 
conflict as a metaphor for 
something unresolved 
elsewhere in their lives. I wrote 
a couple of books about that, 
which are no longer in print. I 
tried charging money, or 
asking for donations, but it 
didn't feel right, so I went to 
doing it for free. I thought back 
then that I had found my life's 
work. Little did I know what 
lay ahead. Little did I know. 


Frank 

Sloan Bashinsky you appear to 
be a good man .. after majoring 
in football and partying I 
opened a private club and 
found out I’m not a 
businessman what I didn’t give 
away the rest was stolen from 
the business but it lasted about 
5 years. Thanks for sharing ! It 
feels good not to get jumped 
on ! 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Frank I've done plenty of 
jumping on during various 
phases of my so-called adult 
life. Laying low often is more 
appropriate. I seem to be 
blocked from making money 
off my own efforts. In the past, 


I gave away a lot of money, 
which I had inherited, thinking 
it somehow would all work 
out, and then I slept on the 
ground, in vehicles, in other 
people's homes and in shelters 
for several years. While that 
was eye-opening, I hope it 
didn't happen for you. 

Frank 

Sloan Bashinsky personal 
demons almost got me for real 
in 1991 I attempted suicide and 
being in medical health as a 
patient was interesting being 
apart of so many different 
spirits.. some was playing 
crazy to get a crazy check..I 
believe most of the caregivers 
was crazy including the 
doctors in that field.. I didn’t 
do well in groups there was a 
lot of craps in those barrels and 
didn’t do well in church 
because I didn’t drink the cool- 
aid. Other than that life Is good 
for now , we never know 
what’s coming next.. I try not 
to do the math at 80... 

Sloan Bashinsky 

Frank I visited some Hotel 
Californias myself and came 
away with much the same 
sentiments. I was fortunate not 
to become chemically 
dependent on booze or street 
drugs, nor tobacco. I endured a 
black night of the soul for 16 
months, which was far worse 
than a 4-year-dark night some 
years prior. Every day of the 
black night, for 4 hours after 
waking, I plotted my escape 
from this life, which would 
happen the next day. That 
allowed me to relax until the 
next day. The escape plan was 
the same every day. Finally, 
some things happened, I made 


a life change, and the black 
night began to lift, but it was 
months before all the 
chemicals left my system. 
They said the chemicals were 
not addictive, but they had not 
taken the chemicals and then 
tried to get off them. I 
concluded they all should take 
a full course of chemicals they 
prescribed, then see how the 
side effects are and what the 
withdrawal is like. I'm a 
mystic. It was a God thing, the 
dark night and the black night. 
But that didn't make it any 
easier. Glad you seem to be 
doing much better. 


Sunday, February 5, 2023 


We can only learn and advance with contradictions. 


The faithful inside should meet the doubtful 
The doubtful should meet the faithful 
Human slowly advances and becomes 

mature when he accepts fis contradictions. 


~ Shams Tabrizi 


Sufism is a mystical branch of Islam. I think the most famous Sufi in the West is Rumi. Much less is 
known about his irascible, irreverent teacher, Shams. If those two men were not aware of and 
connected to God, then perhaps God did not exist when they lived? 


Poetic Outlaws 
Out beyond ideas of wrongdoing and rightdoing, 
there is a field. I'll meet you there.When the soul lies down in that grass, 
the world is too full to talk about. 
Ideas, language, even the phrase each other 
doesn't make any sense. 
~ Rumi 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Rumi wrote this, too 


Chickpea to Cook 


A chickpea leaps almost over the rim of the pot 
where it’s being boiled. 

“Why are you doing this to me?” 

The cook knocks him down with the ladle. 
“Don’t you try to jump out. 

You think I’m torturing you. 

I’m giving you flavor, 

so you can mix with spices and rice 

and be the lovely vitality of a human being. 
Remember when you drank rain in the garden. 
That was for this.” 

Grace first. Sexual pleasure, 

then a boiling new life begins, 

and the Friend has something good to eat. 
Eventually the chickpea 

will say to the cook, 

“Boil me some more. 

Hit me with the skimming spoon. 

I can’t do this by myself. 

I’m like an elephant that dreams of gardens 
back in Hindustan and doesn’t pay attention 
to his driver. You’re my cook, my driver, 
my way into existence. I love your cooking.’ 
The cook says, 

“T was once like you, 

fresh from the ground. Then I boiled in time, 
and boiled in the body, two fierce boilings. 
My animal soul grew powerful. 

I controlled it with practices, 

and boiled some more, and boiled 

once beyond that, 

and became your teacher.” 


> 


The Order of Pen 
R.V. Stiltskin 


I am The End 
and The Beginning, 


I am The Way, 
The Truth 
and The Life, 


I am The Light, 
I am The Sun, 


I am not my hair, 

I am not my skin, 

I am the soul that lives within, 
like a shadow, I am and I am not. 


My voice. 


A symbol of death 
I am to many, 


In some legends, 
Iam " the creator". 


For you, I am life. 
my nature is to love, 
As it is yours. 


Į am still with you. 

Look for me 

Listen to me 

I am the echo of your heart, 
I give your spirit vision. 


You heard me today. 
Embrace me 

You will glow, 

You will shine, 

You will blaze forth. 


Lucifer 


R.V. StiltskinAuthor 


The whole universe is sum up in the 
Human Being. Devil is not a monster 
Waiting to trap us, He is a voice inside, 
Look for Your Devil in Yourself, not in 
the Others. Don’t forgeT that the one 
who knows his Devil, knows his God 


SHAMS TABRIZI 


WORDFORN.cOoM 


Sloan Bashinsky 
R.V. Stiltskin this Shams was Rumi’s teacher, yes? 


R.V. StiltskinAuthor 
Sloan Bashinsky yes. Shams was Rumi's shadow . 


Sloan Bashinsky 
R.V. Stiltskin you sure about that? 


R.V. StiltskinAuthor 
Sloan Bashinsky Yes. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
According to all I've read about Rumi and Shams, Shams helped Rumi "hugely" awaken 
parts of himself he did not yet know existed, or had lost, thrown away. But it took a while 
for that to happen. Perhaps Shams was the cook in Rumi's iconic poem, The Chickpea? 
Sloan Bashinsky 
Many years ago, I heard a story that caused me to 
wonder if it might be about Shams? 
A small village out in the countryside received 
news that a dervish was headed their way. Now it 
was a great honor to be visited by a dervish, and 
the townspeople spruced up their village and 
made arrangements for a feast in hoonor of their 
visitor. On the day the deverish was to arrive, the 
townspeople donned the best of their modest 
clothing and went out to the edge of their village 
to greet their visitor. By and by, they saw 
someone walking toward them on the dirt road 
that went through their village. As the traveler 
neared, they saw he was an old, beared, stooped 
over man, dressed roughly and in need of 
bathing. He silently walked through them toward 
the community well in the town center, where a 
donkey was tethered to a post. The visitor bent 
over over and spoke into the donkey’s ear a 
while. Then, the visitor straightened up and 
walked out the other end of the town. 
From Wikipedia: 


According to Sipah Salar, a devotee and intimate friend of Rumi 
who spent forty days with him, Shams was the son of the Imam Ala 
al-Din. In a work entitled Mandgqib al-'arifin (Eulogies of the 
Gnostics), Aflaki names a certain 'Ali as the father of Shams-i 
Tabrizi and his grandfather as Malikdad. Apparently basing his 
calculations on Haji Bektash Veli's Magalat (Conversations), 
Aflaki suggests that Shams arrived in Konya at the age of sixty 
years. However, various scholars have questioned Aflaki's 
reliability.[3 | 


Shams received his education in Tabriz and was a disciple of Baba 
Kamal al-Din Jumdi. Before meeting Rumi, he apparently traveled 
from place to place weaving baskets and selling girdles for a living. 
[4|Despite his occupation as a weaver, Shams received the epithet 
of "the embroiderer" (zarduz) in various biographical accounts 
including that of the Persian historian Dawlatshah Samargandi. 
This however, is not the occupation listed by Haji Bektash Veli in 
the Maqalat and was rather the epithet given to the Ismaili Imam 


Shams al-din Muhammad, who worked as an embroiderer while 
living in anonymity in Tabriz. The transference of the epithet to the 
biography of Rumi's mentor suggests that this Imam's biography 
must have been known to Shams-i Tabrizi's biographers. The 
specificities of how this transference occurred, however, are not yet 
known.[3] 


Shams' first encounter with Rumi 

On 15 November 1244, a man in a black suit from head to toe 
came to the famous inn of Sugar Merchants of Konya. His name 
was Shams Tabrizi. He was claiming to be a travelling merchant. 
As it was said in Haji Bektash Veli's book, "Makalat", he was 
looking for something which he was going to find in Konya. 
Eventually he found Rumi riding a horse. 


One day Rumi was reading next to a large stack of books. Shams 
Tabriz, passing by, asked him, "What are you doing?" Rumi 
scoffingly replied, "Something you cannot understand." (This is 
knowledge that cannot be understood by the unlearned.) On 
hearing this, Shams threw the stack of books into a nearby pool of 
water. Rumi hastily rescued the books and to his surprise they were 
all dry. Rumi then asked Shams, "What is this?" To which Shams 
replied, "Mowlana, this is what you cannot understand." (This is 
knowledge that cannot be understood by the learned.) 


A second version ofthe tale has Shams passing by Rumi who again 
is reading a book. Rumi regards him as an uneducated stranger. 
Shams asks Rumi what he is doing, to which Rumi replies, 
"Something that you do not understand!" At that moment, the 
books suddenly catch fire and Rumi asks Shams to explain what 
happened. His reply was, "Something you do not understand." [5] 


Another version of the first encounter is this: In the marketplace of 
Konya, amid the cotton stalls, sugar vendors, and vegetable stands, 
Rumi rode through the street, surrounded by his students. Shams 
caught hold of the reins of his donkey and rudely challenged the 
master with two questions. "Who was the greater mystic, Bayazid 
[a Sufi saint] or Muhammad?” Shams demanded. "What a strange 
question! Muhammad is greater than all the saints," Rumi replied. 
"So, why is it then that Muhammad said to God, 'I didn't know you 
as I should have,' while Bayazid proclaimed, 'Glory be to me! How 
exalted is my Glory! [that is, he claimed the station of God 
himself]?" Rumi explained that Muhammad was the greater of the 
two, because Bayazid could be filled to capacity by a single 
experience of divine blessings. He lost himself completely and was 
filled with God. 


Muhammad's capacity was unlimited and could never be filled. His 
desire was endless, and he was always thirsty. With every moment 


he came closer to God, and then regretted his former distant state. 
For that reason he said, "I have never known you as I should have". 
It is recorded that after this exchange of words, Rumi felt a window 
open at the top of his head and saw smoke rise to heaven. He cried 
out, fell to the ground, and lost consciousness for one hour. Shams, 
upon hearing these answers, realized that he was face to face with 
the object of his longing, the one he had prayed God to send him. 
When Rumi awoke, he took Shams's hand, and the two of them 
returned to Rumi's school together on foot. 


After several years with Rumi in Konya, Shams left and settled 

in Khoy. As the years passed, Rumi attributed more and more of 
his own poetry to Shams as a sign of love for his departed friend 
and master. In Rumi's poetry Shams becomes a guide of Allah's 
(Creator) love for mankind; Shams was a sun ("Shams" means 
"Sun" in Arabic) shining the Light of Sun as guide for the right 
path dispelling darkness in Rumi's heart, mind, and body on earth. 
The source of Shams' teachings was the knowledge of Ali ibn Abu 
Talib, who is also called the father of sufism. 


Monday, February 6, 2023 


What, me go trolling on the internet? Does a bear crap in the woods? 


I have read that in Native American spirituality, the bear is about introspection. 
As far as I know, everyone at this online group uses a fake name. Mine is, Puzzleheaded. 


Reddit spirituality 
Maralita 
How to deal with people thinking you're crazy? 


I've really awakened over the past two years. When I talk about 
anything spiritual related I'm met with weird looks. I feel like I'm 
making more sense than ever too lol. Do I just keep my mouth shut 
and allow everyone else experience it on their own terms? 


merkabah 
It’s a lonely path. I feel people out before 
opening up. 


ZenMaster 

That's wise, and spiritual people need to be 
careful about potentially waking others up 
against their will or before they are ready. It can 
actually be quite dangerous for all parties 
involved. 


Puzzleheaded 

What about when the student is 
ready, the teacher will come? 
I doubt someone on the 
spiritual path for 2 years has 
much chance of waking up 
other people. I doubt that, 
because I recall when I was 2 
years into the shift from where 
I had been stuck most of my 
life, to where I was headed 
having no clue what it would 
be like. 

As I read about Jesus in the 
Gospels, he seemed to try to 
wake up anyone who was 
listening, and he knew only a 
few might hear him. After he 
had disciples and had worked 
closely with them for a while, 
he told them that he taught the 
masses in parables, but he 
taught them in secret what wise 
men and kings would give all 
that had to possess. 

Different spiritual traditions 
have different ways of waking 
up people. In my case, it was 
angels known in the Bible that 
started in on me in early 1987, 
and they are still with me. In 
phases, they kept turning me 
every which a way but loose 


and upside down and inside 
out, and they stood me before 
many mirrors looking at me. I t 
was made very clear to me that 
I was in it for the duration; 
there was no safe jumping 
ship. 

I don't know if this poster is 
being harnessed by angels, but 
he might consider praying for 
that to happen, although my 
experience is, angels tend to 
only be interested in people 
who know they are at the end 
of his/her rope, out of bright 
ideas, and ready for any and 
every thing that might be 
delivered by the angels. 


Maralita 
Please elaborate, Zen Master. 


ZenMaster 

Not to put too fine of a point on it, but mental 
illness is a serious issue that affects a lot more 
people than people may realize. I think I heard 
once that it's something like fifty percent of all 
people are dealing with some form of mental 
issue or issues, and much of that would probably 
tend towards depression. 

Opening the mind can be a very dangerous thing 
for someone that is not grounded or stable 
enough to handle that much newfound freedom 
and power, and unlocking what's within that can 
easily tend towards someone delving into a 
messiah complex or contemplating suicide, or 
even killing another person. Someone could also 
potentially get very angry at someone else for 
waking them up, because delusion is the rule of 
the day across the world and is in fact quite 
comfortable compared to the truth. 

Historic Zen had a very interesting way of 
circumventing most of these problems: an 
aspiring monk or student of Zen would have to 
prove themselves worthy of being opened to 
ultimate truth, and the master would often have 
them work in the monastery and show mental 
stability for years or sometimes even a decade 
before answering a single spiritual question of 


theirs. I believe that's also why new monks 
would be taught to adhere steadfastly to the 
precepts of the Buddhist Eightfold Path, so they 
wouldn't get entirely lost when facing ultimate 
freedom. 


Puzzleheaded 

If this poster wants to keep his existing 
relationships, he might wish to read A Course In 
Miracles, and then take to heart its advice to not 
react to anything that punches his buttons, 
including anything his/her significant other, 
family and friends do. After a year of that, 
according to ACIM, this poster will be a different 
person, ready to move forward, instead of 
backward. That also was a method taught by G.I. 
Gurdjieff, to build the will center. I think it's a 
method used by Buddhism and other spiritual 
traditions, including Jesus in the Gospels. 

If this poster wants to tell others about his 
awakening experiences, assuming that is what 
they are, that's his/her business. However, I think 
if he expects others to clap or come around to his 
perspective, that probably will not go well for 
him or for them. And, depending on their mind 
set, beliefs, etc., the poster might find himrself 
locked up in his local version of Hotel California 
for a while, or longer. And, or, on prescribed anti- 
psychotics, which he/she might find are addictive 
and quite difficult to quit once they get deep into 
his body fluids and cells. 

Or, he could just head to a monastery somewhere 
and submit to its discipline. Or go off and live 
alone, which he/she might not like, but it might 
be easier on to do it that way, at least for a while. 
As time passes, this poster might see things 
differently, try new ways of moving forward with 
other people, or not. The spiritual path is not 
easy, and I have heard it said a few times: better 
not to begin it, than to begin and then turn away. 


The Order of Pen 


Brenda 
All of Me 


I hid my shadow self 

in the shadows..the pastor 

had never heard me swear, 

but the milkman has.. 

I dragged my good manners out 


for the high and mighty 

And the Almighty 

but let it all go to hell 

in a cheap motel 

~Is it that we're false 

or is it just that people don't see 
all that we are?~ 

~ Brenda 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Brenda I heard once upon a time, when you 
destroy your reputation, you can be (or are) free. 


Brenda 

Sloan Bashinsky It's just an analogy - how 
people see what we present and think we're like 
that everywhere we go.I wasn't in a cheap motell 
just used it for illustrative purposes. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Brenda no worries, I’ve stayed in cheap and 
upscale motels. 

I’ve been homeless. I’ve vacationed in Hotel 
California-like digs. I very slowly learned it 
takes a lot more energy to be someone else, than 
to be me. 


Order of Pen 


R.V. Stiltskin 


IRISH PHILOSOPHY 


There are only two things to worry about 
Either you are well or you are sick. 


If you are well, 
there is nothing to worry about, 


But if you are sick, 
there are two things to worry about. 
Either you will get well or you will die. 


If you get well, 
there is nothing to worry about. 


But if you die, 
there are two things to worry about. 
Either you will go to heaven or to hell. 


If you go to heaven, 
there is nothing to worry about. 


But if you go to hell, you’ll be too busy 
shaking hands with your friends, 
you won't have time to worry! 


SO WHY WORRY? 


"E. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Catholic humor? 


Stiltskin 
Sloan Bashinsky 


I FOUND 
THIS HUMERUS 


a 


my, se A 
Who wants to go first? 


== 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Stiltskin 

Hey haw! Irony has to be one of God’s favorite 
amusements. 


Alice 
Bliss is the order of the day, if you know, you know. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Alice In times of exasperation with me, my 
mother often said, "Ignorance is bliss." 


Monday, February 6, 2023 


I wonder what would become of humanity if there were no romantic relationships, or if someone 
could prove God doesn't exist? 


From a Reddit spirituality group, in which everyone uses a fake name. Mine is Puzzleheaded. I came 
into the discussion late. 


Maralita 
You’re awakening and your significant other is deep asleep. What now? 


It’s all in the title. It’s been almost 4 years now. Initially I’ve done the not so advised thing to try to 
wake up my SO as well. Sharing books, articles, etc. She couldn’t really care much. Then I tried to 
back up a bit and share my experiences, insights, findings, etc. Some curiosity from her, but not much. 
Then I introduced her to meditation, not so much stuck outside of the deep breathing exercises, just to 
fight anxiety. 


I don’t know anymore...Life is hard already as it is, and I feel as if I’m considerably slowing down my 
progress because it’s as if I’m speaking another language to her, and the communication has taken a big 
hit. Normal when two individuals now have a different frame of reference. I find myself using 
disclaimers almost 24/7 now, so to make sure I don’t come across as if I know more or better, but it’s 
exhausting truly. 

How do folks have dealt with being on a seeking path and not their partner? Some days I take it as a 
test to see if I love all unconditionally, no matter whether she’s on a seeking path or not actively, some 
days I take it as a sign that maybe we have learned what we needed to learn from each other and should 
move on. (Forgot to mention that we have been unhappy for a while now, problems among us and the 
universe throwing all kind of tough events on us and our respective families). I ultimately know I have 
free will and will be fine no matter what, truly. Indecisiveness comes from wondering if breaking up 
would get me further or closer to my individual path, knowing again that all roads would eventually 
lead to the truth. 

Thanks for chiming in. 


ZenMaster 


Forgive me ahead of time, as I usually take a hard line on this sort of thing and I have to be 
very clear and direct. True awakening or attaining any measure of a deeper understanding 
of things does not cause any problems in relationships or turmoil for any of those close to 
you, and if it does then you aren't going in the right direction. 

True awakening lies in the direction of ego dissolution, not entrenchment; if those around 
you don't have an interest in matters of spirituality or awakening, this does not make them 
lesser and one shouldn't press the issue. If you are dissolving the ego in any meaningful 
way, then all relationships you have should immediately be getting far better, not worse. 
Oftentimes a partner just needs to be heard and understood, and ego dissolution should 
make you a great listener instead of a preacher. Preachers are commonplace in this world, 
while listeners are exceedingly rare. 

Also, a true spiritual journey is internal, and nothing should ever come out to others about it 
unless they ask you directly. If you are going in the right direction, as in the direction of ego 
dissolution and avoiding spiritual materialism, then what you are becoming should be 
warmly radiant, welcoming and helpful. Or in other words, a buddha shouldn't ever be 
recognized as a buddha when entering the marketplace with helping hands. 


killertreatdev 

I disagree, at least specifically with romantic relationships. If One assumes that the partner 
is aware already, then it would make sense, but this is not always the case. A seeker may 
have an awakening, and realize that some of their aspects of their personality were toxic, 
but those parts may have been part of what the partner was attracted to. One may lose 
interest in material things while the part still values them. 

This leads to conflict that is not easily resolved. Just because you have an awakening 
doesn't mean you instantly learn all these new relationship and communication skills, and 
the shift in direction the seeker takes can be jarring for a partner and not easy to navigate. 
The partner can place a heavy expectation on the seeker and the seeker is met with conflict 
of internal integrity that cannot easily be resolved. The partner may require the seeker to be 
someone they are not or do things they no longer wish to do, maybe even require them to 
not engage with dissolution of their ego, even if they are unaware of the concept. They may 
fear the change or dislike and resent it. 

I stopped having sex with my girlfriend because I realized how dysfunctional my attitudes 
around sex were. We tried communicating through it, but that had become the primary 
means of connection in our relationship, and without it we found we were exposed to a 
large gap that was within us the entire time. We tried closing that gap, and we got very very 
close, but it just wouldn't connect. We started unraveling our relationship, but the truth was 
clear that we were no longer aligned and we were now drifting apart. 

Ideally, the relationships do get better, because the seeker is more aware and attentive, but 
the entire burden of the relationship does not rest with the seeker alone. My relationships 
with my family improved a lot, and I was able to leverage my process to help them as well. 
But dissolution of ego does not mean lack of identity, total sacrificing of self, or servitude. 
To me dissolution of ego brings awareness outside of ego, and recognizes the self as well as 
the other in a different light. The path then can lead to pacificity in relationships because 
the seeker sees greater value in self and other when not blinded by ego, and that allows 
space for greater love, joy, and hopefully warmth, but that doesn't eliminate the dysfunction 
the other still brings while they are still attached, especially if they see no reason to change. 
One may avoid triggers and seek better communication, but it still takes two to fulfill the 
relationship, and the seeker is valid and worthy of the deeper love they are seeking. One 
hopes, encourages, asks and invites, but the other is equal in identity and self, and is free to 


choose their own path, and it is not guaranteed that they will continue down the same path 
together. 

For me, there is grief in that, but at the same time a resounding truth, tragic and unbearable, 
but true, that we are both now closer to our correct paths, and with that I have hope that we 
may come together more completely again in the future and experience a type of love and 
connection we weren't ready for now. 


thisisnothappenin 

"True awakening or attaining any measure of a deeper understanding of things does not 
cause any problems" 

That's not the point. Reaching a deeper understanding of self can only occur via the 
experience of problems and struggles. These struggles seem external but are in reality a 
reflection of the inner struggles of holding onto the false ego self. Thus a relationship, via 
psychological triggers from a partner, is an invaluable tool for helping us to know our true 
selves, but only if we understand the true purpose of relationships. 

"If you are dissolving the ego in any meaningful way, then all relationships you have 
should immediately be getting far better, not worse." 

This was exactly the type of thinking that the story of Job in the Bible addressed: when Job 
was experiencing an initiation, all of his friends told him he must be sinning and that he 
needed to repent. They were wrong. 

At multiple steps along one's spiritual journey, the struggles will increase despite spiritual 
progress. The Greek mythological hero Hercules gives an excellent description of the 
struggles on the spiritual path, for anyone who can correctly interpret the symbolism. 
ZenMaster 

You are free to believe as you wish of course, but I've often found that people who cite the 
Bible as a credible source for argument are usually beyond having good faith conversations. 
Their subjective beliefs tend to become objective truths in their minds because they are 
often unknowingly arguing from a position that doesn't require logic or quantifiable 
evidence. 

And apparently you don't even know people well enough to realize that only pointing out 
where someone is wrong in your opinion doen't warm up anyone towards your own 
arguments and opinions, which I would say is quite revelatory of the efficacy between 
either of our experiences. 


Puzzleheaded 

ZenMaster, I have similar experiences with people who quote the 
Bible, even when I quote it to them. I have similar experience with 
people who don't quote the Bible, when I quote it to them. I've had 
lots of experiences with people, who were raised in Bible families, 
and after that didn't work out for them, they sought help in other 
spiritual traditions, such as Native American, Sufism, Taoism, 
Buddhism, Gurjiief, J. Krishnamurti, yogis in India, Theosophy, the 
New Age, etc. It looked to me that deep inside they all were trying 
to find a Jesus to help or save them. There is great wisdom in the 
Bible, despite how people who adhere to it cherry pick which parts 
they wish to use, and disregard the rest. Clearly, based on what you 
write here, you have been on the spiritual path a good while. But, 
how did you decide to call yourself Zen Master, when you tell us 
here, " a buddha shouldn't ever be recognized as a buddha when 


entering the marketplace with helping hands"? I think if you had 
lived in my skin since early 1987, you would know for a fact that 
God exists, and angels named in the Bible exist, and Lucifer and 
demons exists, and you might not even hold to Buddhism, or to any 
religion on this world. I think I recall reading some years ago, that 
the Buddha said he was not a god and a teacher greater than he 
would come. I have wondered if that teacher was Jesus, who is 
reported in the Bible. His way was red hot and really steep, and the 
religion that claimed him watered him down greatly, I think. 


ZenMaster 
Since there is no evidence for the existence of such a being, its safe to say that god purely 
exists in the realm of pure subjective fantasy and not objective reality. Faith in something 
for which there is no real evidence is merely delusion, and just because someone believes in 
something strongly doesn't make it any more true in reality. 
Not saying that someone can believe as they want to believe of course, but there is a hard 
line between subjective thoughts and objective reality. 


Puzzleheaded 

I will try to write more clearly. I once believed God, Jesus, angels named in the Bible, 
Lucifer, demons, ETs, another beings not recognized by human science, nor by many 
humans, existed. Note, I said I once believed. My ongoing stranger than fiction, so to 
speak, experiences since early 1987, ended my belief and replaced it with knowing for a 
fact such entities exist. Now, I'm not hung up on the word, God, for example. But that is the 
word I was raised on to describe whatever started everything and is smarter than everything 
else. I do not dismiss you, because you think all of that is made up. You have lots of 
company. Nor do I think for a heartbeat that I can persuade you to believe me. If I thought 
that, then I would be crazy. The Catch-22, is you, nor anyone, can prove God, etc. does not 
exist. Nor can I prove they do exist. In past times, that was called a Mexican standoff. 


I recall reading of the Swiss Psychiatrist Carl Jung being at a party one night, and someone 
asked him if he believed God exists, Jung looked at the person, said, "I know!" 


In 1988, I became friends with a student of Jung's, named Dora Kalff, who was much older 
than me. She had founded Sandplay Therapy, which she told me her good friend the Dalai 
Lama had told her was applied Buddhism, after he visited her in her studio on Zolikon, up 
the lake from Zurich, where she showed him her bookshelves cluttered with miniature 
objects of any and all kinds, earthly and unearthly, and her dry and wet sandtrays, where 
her clients unconsciously worked out their issues by making pictures in the sand, while she 
observed. There was no analysis, no talk therapy. It was all done symbolically, and she, the 
therapist and witness, was essential for the clients to progress. They could move to where 
she was, or that was their potential. She kept telling her students, I was married to one of 
them, that they had to keep doing their own work, because they could not take their clients 
beyond where they have gone. 


When I asked Dora whether she had ever had any experiences with 
ETs, she said she would answer me iin this way. When the Dalai 
Lama came to visit her and tell her that Sandply was applied 
Buddhism, he also asked her what kind of pictures do people make 


in the sand, who were not born on this planet? Dora looked me in 
the eye, said, "The Tibetans know many things they do not say." 
Although she had taken a Tibetan refugee into her home, who 
turned out to be a lama, who made the introduction for her with the 
Dalai Lama, she said she viewed herself as an esoteric 

Christian. She was a mystic. I was becoming a mystic. There is no 
way to comprehend a mystic, if you are not one. I take no credit for 
being a mystic. Angels did it to me, as I hung on for dear life, often 
praying to die and fearing I wouldn't. 


thisisnothappenin 
You're right: I should not have positioned my opinion as fact. 
For the record, the Bible is mythology: there is a difference between taking the stories 
literally and interpreting the spiritual truths that they represent. To discount the truths in 
Biblical mythology is the opposite extreme of taking the stories literally; the middle way is 
to respect the truths therein. 
My point still stands (with or without Biblical references): external circumstances are in no 
way a reflection of one's spiritual efforts. Instead, difficult life situations (sometimes called 
initiations) are an essential part of the spiritual path. 


Puzzleheaded 

I agree, Killertreatdev. A romantic relationship is very different from being in a retreat, or 
living in a monastery, or being in meditation. It's a living gestalt, where things can happen 
suddenly, buttons can be punched dramatically. At some level, a couple are together for 
reasons they probably cannot fathom. Past lives may be in play. Similar soul wounding 
might be in play. Maybe no might. Maybe for a fact. Regardless, it's on each couple how 
they try to get on with it, or end it. Religion has really complicated that by making marriage 
forever. How long a couple is together should be between them and their version of God. If 
they are receiving spiritual guidance in dreams, visions, ahas!, about their relationship and 
other matters in their lives, then that suggests they are in some kind of vessel with beings 
not of this world, which are trying to help the couple. That is not a theory I heard about or 
dreamed up. It happened when I was with 5 different women over time. We both were 
getting input, and I learned it was a lot more difficult for the women, than for me, because 
of the extreme prejudice against the feminine on this planet. 


Puzzleheaded 
Maralita, You might wish to consider that you and your SO are together so that you can 
have your buttons punched frequently by your SO, and you get to decide how handle that 
each time it happens. 
A COURSE IN MIRACLES advises to simply be still and stew in our own juices when our 
buttons are pushed, without trying to figure out what is going onor trying to do something 
about it. Different spiritual traditions have taught the same method of spiritual acceleration. 
In my journey, I came to call it "paradise mating". I understood that if my SO and I hung in 
there together long enough, through all of the explosions and separations and comings back 
together, perhaps we would end up in an entirely different state of being together. However, 
even if that never came to pass, if I was diligent, I could use the relationship to accelerate 
me. It was not easy to do that. But I became convinced the process was genuine, because 
what my SO (there were several SOs in succession) did, was trigger stuff inside of me that 
needed to be loosened up and allowed to escape, so to speak, where it was hiding inside of 


me. 
As one SO relationship played out, another soon arrived and began. I'm heterosexual, and 
what I came to see was, each of those women helped something open up in me, which was 
dormant, I came to view each of those relationships as a lifetime within my overall lifetime 
this time around. Note also, I speaker from my perspective, and not from those women's 
perspective. 

Books were written about paradise mating, one I think was called THE SHARED 

HEART, by a man living in California (not me). I wrote several novels, in which 

paradise mating was the central theme. 


Tuesday, February 7, 2023 


Freedom's just another word for nothing left to lose 


Joe 
Alliance Defending Freedom 


a 
Paid for by Alliance Defending Freedom - 
You don’t have to share Jack Phillips’ beliefs to think he shouldn’t be punished for 
them. 


For more than 10 years, activists and Colorado officials have relentlessly targeted Jack for 
his Christian faith. First, they tried to force him to create a custom cake celebrating a same- 
sex wedding—a case he won at the Supreme Court. Now, they’re trying to force him to 
create a custom “gender transition” cake. And if the current case is dismissed, the plaintiff 
has threatened to place another cake order the next day, and start another lawsuit. 
When will it end? 
We pray it ends this year. The Supreme Court will soon rule in 303 Creative v. Elenis 
—another ADF case challenging the same law that’s being used to persecute Jack. 
We’re hoping for a strong ruling that restores free speech for everyone, in all 50 
states. Even Colorado. 
Sloan Bashinsky 
I'm a lawyer. I belong to no political party. Once upon a time I 
lived in Boulder, Colorado, which had large New Age and Eastern 
religion communities, and heaps of Democrats. In olden times in 
Alabama, I saw signs in restaurants saying, "We retain the right 
to refuse service to anyone." Maybe I'm mistaken, but I think that 
mostly had to do with whites refusing to serve blacks. I think the 
Colorado man ought to be allowed to sell wedding cakes to people 
whose religious beliefs match his own. I think it was when I lived 
in Boulder that I learned about a mythical New Age tribe called the 
Fukawis, who were always getting lost and gathering in a circle 
and sitting down and holding hands and chanting, "Where in the 
fu*k are we? Where in the fu*k are we?" I came to view the 
Democrats, in the main, as the Fukawis. And I came to view the 
Republicans, in the main, as reincarnations of the white Roman 
Catholic Inquisition in Europe, which was why the Founding 
Fathers put freedom of speech and religion in Amendment 1, US 


Constitution. Perhaps some day the Democrats and the Republicans 
will take Jesus' advice and take the beams out of their own eyes, 
for a change? 


Joe 
The God Conclusion 


“An atheist is like a blind man 
who is convinced that there is 
no such thing as color.” 


Cotsen vieih 


Buy The God Conclusion: https://leonardbooks.net 
OR 
the audiobook: https://www.audible.com/.../The-God-Conclusion.../BOBL25JCT4 


Sloan Bashinsky 
If there were no God, would the topic ever come up? 
I imagine any atheist who spent some time in my skin, would be convinced God exists, and 
perhaps wish it were not so. As might any believer who lived in my skin a while. 


Poetic Outlaws 


“I hope that in this year to come, you make mistakes. 
Because if you are making mistakes, then you are making new things, trying new things, 
learning, living, pushing yourself, changing yourself, changing your world. You're doing 
things you've never done before, and more importantly, you're Doing Something. 
So that's my wish for you, and all of us, and my wish for myself. Make New Mistakes. 
Make glorious, amazing mistakes. Make mistakes nobody's ever made before. Don't freeze, 
don't stop, don't worry that it isn't good enough, or it isn't perfect, whatever it is: art, or 
love, or work or family or life. 
Whatever it is you're scared of doing, Do it. 
Make your mistakes, next year and forever.” 
— Neil Gaiman 

Sloan Bashinsky 

The World's Greatest Failure (2001) 


I know what it is to love fully, 
have my heart broken by death 
and by loved ones' rejections, 
Over and over again, 

so I can love even more. 


I know what it is to be engulfed in pain, 

Awash in evil, 

Terrified, enraged, despaired, 

Believing God has again forsaken me, 

Then be given the truththat again makes me free. 


I know what it is to doubt, 
Be lost and wandering 
time and time again, 

Then be rescued yet again 
and my faith grows deeper. 


I know what it is to blindly trust, 
Then be destroyed by betrayal 
time and time again, 

Until I trust only God. 


I know what it is 

to have much 

and be completely of this world, 
Then have it all taken away 

and be in the world but not of it. 


I know what it is 

to fail in this world,a 

nd fail and fail and fail: 
The world's greatest failure, 
I can serve only God. 


I know what it is to give 
and give and give and give; 
I cannot stop giving 
because giving is receiving. 


I know what it is 

to explain God 

time after time after time again. 
Something demands I keep explaining: 
Maybe someone will listen, 

Maybe me. 


Wednesday, February 8, 2023 


Looks to me that Christianity is a mere shadow of what Jesus in the Gospels was about 


eS x 


m 


I attended a private Presbyterian high school, where I heard plenty about the Calvin views of salvation 
and predestination and the Elect, of which the founder of the school said he believed he was a member. 
He also said, he and his wife of 60 years had sexual intercourse three times, twice to have children, 


once for pleasure, and he had regretted the third time ever since. I wondered if his wife had any 
regrets? 


This below was in my Facebook feed this morning. I can't help wonder who, or what, sanctioned 
"official"? 


The Official C.S. Lewis Group (Facebook) 
George 
A bit lengthy but helpful in elucidating Lewis’s view on predestination and free-will. 


C. S. Lewis, 

“T take it as a first principle that we must not interpret any one part 
of Scripture so that it contradicts other parts: and specially we must 
not use an Apostle’s teaching to contradict that of Our Lord. 
Whatever St Paul may have meant, we must not reject the parable 
of the sheep and the goats (Matt. XXV. 30—46). There, you see 
there is nothing about Predestination or even about Faith—all 
depends on works. But how this is to be reconciled with St Paul’s 
teaching, or with other sayings of Our Lord, I frankly confess I 
don’t know. Even St Peter you know admits that he was stumped 
by the Pauline epistles (II Peter III. 16-17). 

What I think is this. Everyone looking back on his own conversion 
must feel-and I am sure the feeling is in some sense true—‘It is not 
I who have done this. I did not choose Christ: He chose me. It is all 
free grace, wh. I have done nothing to earn.’ That is the Pauline 
account: and I am sure it is the only true account of every 
conversion from the inside. Very well. It then seems to us logical & 
natural to turn this personal experience into a general rule ‘All 
conversions depend on God’s choice’. 

But this I believe is exactly what we must not do: for 
generalisations are legitimate only when we are dealing with 
matters to which our faculties are adequate. Here, we are not. How 
our individual experiences are in reality consistent with (a) Our 
idea of Divine justice, (b) The parable I’ve just quoted & lots of 
other passages, we don’t & can’t know: what is clear is that we 
can’t find a consistent formula. I think we must take a leaf out of 
the scientists’ book. They are quite familiar with the fact that, for 
example, Light has to be regarded bothas a wave in the ether and as 
a stream of particles. No one can make these two views consistent. 
Of course reality must be self-consistent: but till (if ever) we can 
see the consistency it is better to hold two inconsistent views than 
to ignore one side of the evidence. 

The real inter-relation between God’s omnipotence and Man’s 
freedom is something we can’t find out. Looking at the Sheep & 
the Goats every man can be quite sure that every kind act he does 
will be accepted by Christ. Yet, equally, we all do feel sure that all 
the good in us comes from Grace. We have to leave it at that. I find 
the best plan is to take the Calvinist view of my own virtues and 
other people’s vices: and the other view of my own vices and other 


people’s virtues. But tho’ there is much to be puzzled about, there 
is nothing to be worried about. It is plain from Scripture that, in 
whatever sense the Pauline doctrine is true, it is not true in any 
sense which excludes its (apparent) opposite.” 


Letter to Mrs. Emily McLay Aug. 3, 1953 

The Collected Letters of C. S. Lewis. Volume III: Narnia, 
Cambridge, and Joy 1950-1963. Ed. Walter Hooper. San 
Francisco: Harper San Francisco, 2007: 354-355. 


Sloan Bashinsky 


I was raised first in the Southern Baptist Church and then in the 
Episcopal Church and I know their views of salvation through 
Jesus. 


After decades of being turned every which a way but loose and 
upside down and inside out and stood before meany mirrors by 
angels whose names are in the Bible, and there were a few 
encounters with Jesus, based on what I saw, felt and heard, I 
concluded that salvation through Jesus in the Gospels is 
proportionate to how someone lives and behaves as he lived and 
taught people to live. For what kind of God would send a good 
behaving person to Hell, simply because that person did not claim 
to be a Christian? 


There are other things about Jesus in the Gospels, which I don't see 
discussed on Facebook, nor do I hear Christians discussing. Here 
are a few: 


Matthew 3:11 “I [John the Baptist] baptize you with water for 
repentance. But after me comes one who is more powerful than I, 
whose sandals I am not worthy to carry. He will baptize you with 
the Holy Spirit and fire. 


Luke 12:49 [Jesus] “I have come to bring fire on the earth, and 
how I wish it were already kindled! But I have a baptism to 
undergo, and what constraint I am under until it is completed! Do 
you think I came to bring peace on earth? No, I tell you, but 
division. From now on there will be five in one family divided 
against each other, three against two and two against three. They 
will be divided, father against son and son against father, mother 
against daughter and daughter against mother, mother-in-law 
against daughter-in-law and daughter-in-law against mother-in- 
law.” 


John 8:31-32 
So Jesus said to the Jews who believed in him, “If you continue to 
obey my teaching, you are truly my followers. Then you will know 


the truth, and the truth will make you free.” 
Elsewhere in the Gospels, Jesus said: 


Many are called, but few are chosen; the road to life is difficult and 
the gate narrow and few enter; the work is great and the laborers 
are few; turn the other cheek; do good to and pray for your 
enemies; love your neighbor as yourself; do unto others as you 
would have done unto you; it is more blessed to give than to 
receive; take no thought for tomorrow, for each day has enough 
trouble of its own ... 


Wednesday, February 8, 2023 


Alabama Supreme Court Chief Justice candidate not blind enough to suit me 


This showed up in my email account yesterday: 


Sloan, 


On Monday March 6, I kick off my campaign for Chief Justice of the Supreme 
Court. I would be honored to have your support at our event Monday at lunch time 
in Birmingham. 


I am running for Chief because I firmly believe we have to push the energy and 
resources to the trial courts. My 17 years of experience make me uniquely qualified 
to guide that much needed massive cultural transformation. My website contains an 
outline of my objectives: www.sarahstewartforchiefjustice.com as well as other 
information regarding qualifications and my judicial values. 


Please share this invitation with anyone you think would interested. I hope to see 
you there - and bring a friend! 


Justice Sarah Stewart 


At Justice Stewart's suggestion, I decided to look at her website, but there was no 
hyperlink for it in her advertisement, so copied and 
pasted sarahstewartforchiefjustice.com into my search bar and clicked Enter and her 
website came up. 

Some excerpts: 


Judicial Values 


Alabamians know they can count on Supreme Court Justice Sarah Stewart to strictly 
construe the law, never legislate from the bench, and enforce the law justly. 


“T am humbled by and take seriously the faith Alabama citizens placed in me by electing 
me to the trial court bench three times and then to the highest court in our State in 2018. I 
work daily to ensure the law is applied justly and consistently. I have done my best to serve 
Alabama with honor and integrity and hope to have the privilege to continue to serve in the 
role as Chief Justice.” 


“It is important for a justice to have strongly developed judicial values. My record reflects 
my conservative approach to dispensing justice impartially, ensuring Alabama’s body of 
jurisprudence evolves in strict accordance with conservative principles. My work as a 
Justice speaks for itself - I will never legislate from the bench and I will always fiercely 
defend your constitutional rights.” 


I emailed back, wondering if a person would receive or see it? 


sloan bashinsky <sloanbashinsky@yahoo.com> 
To: Sarah Stewart for Chief Justice info@sarahstewartforchiefjustice.com> 
Sent: Wednesday, February 8, 2023 at 10:24:43 AM CST 
Subject: Re: You're Invited: Campaign Kickoff Party 


Thanks for the invite, Justice Stewart. 


I frequently see Warren Lightfoot at the Birmingham Duplicate Bridge Club. 


The only Alabama Supreme Court Justice I knew personally was Sam Beatty - earlier in 
time he was my favorite law school professor at the University of Alabama School of Law. 


After graduating, I clerked for Hon. U.S. District Judge Clarence W. Allgood, in 
Birmingham. 


I practiced law in Birmingham for 12 years. Afterward, I got many chances to offer legal 
advice, for which I was paid nothing, nor did I ask or expect to be paid. 


In 2003, Fate, or God, steered me into local politics in Key West and the Florida Keys, 
where I ran many times for public office, as an Independent, and never came close to 
getting elected. My out of the box views were not well received by the left nor by the right. 


I kept telling them their political parties were secular religions, cults, and they needed to 
start trying to do what God wanted, instead of what they wanted; and to do that, they 
needed to be hearing directly from God, and not from their family, friends, political cronies, 
lawyers, ministers, etc. 


All sorts of red flags popped up when I read on your website that you support conservative 
values. That caused me to think your conservative values trump everything, and you are not 
emotionally, mentally and spiritually detached and independent, which I think is critical to 
being a judge. 


Sloan Bashinsky, J.D., LLM (Taxation) 


I copied my email to some lawyers and humans I know, and received this back from a lady lawyer, who 
had worked in the U.S. Department of Justice when Bill Barr was President Donald Trump's Attorney 
General. 


You all elect the Chief Judge? That’s insane - how many are running? 


I replied: 


Don't know how many. 
Yep, it's crazy. I think all Supreme Court judges should be appointed by judges. 


Years ago, Republican Roy Moore got elected to be Chief Justice twice. At Alabama's law 
school Moore had been dubbed "Fruitcake" by the criminal law professor, Clinton McGhee. 
After graduating from Alabama's law school, McGhee went into the Army and prosecuted 
Nazis at Nuremberg. 


Moore is is a religious fanatic. There were accusations that, in his 20s and 30s, he hit on 
and pressured teenage girls. After he was elected the first time, he tacked the 10 
Commandments on a wall in the Alabama Supreme Court building in Montgomery. A 
federal court removed him from office. He got elected again and started his religious stuff 
in the Supreme Court building again, and that time the other Supreme Court justices 
remove him. 


Moore ran for Jeff Sessions' empty Senate seat after Sessions became Trump's AG. That's 
when Moore's love of teen age girls made the headlines, with the girls, by then women, 
outing him. Alabama's other Senator, also Republican, said there was too much smoke fo 
there not to be fire, and Trump tried to get Moore to bow out, but he wouldn't. Shelby led a 
revolt than resulted in around 20,000 Republican write-in votes for people not on the ballot. 


That was about the margin of victory for the Democrat Doug Jones, who as the US 
Attorney in Birmingham had prosecuted and convicted several Atlanta Klansmen for 
bombing the 16th Street Baptist Church in Birmingham, and killing a bunch of black men 
and women and children, while they worshipped God. 

Moore was the darling of the Alabama redneck and evangelical Republicans. I think this 
lady Chief Justice candidate is a their darling, too. I will be surprised to hear from her, but 
if I do, I will let you and some other people know. 


Hope you and your hubby are doing well. 


Sloan 


Friday, February 10, 2023 


In but not of this world: Christianity, New Age and humanity dilemma 


I posted this to my Facebook timeline and got a few nibbles. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
February 8, 2023 
I was raised first in the Southern Baptist Church and then in the Episcopal Church and I 
know their views of salvation through Jesus. After decades of being turned every which a 
way but loose and upside down and inside out and stood before many mirrors by angels 
whose names are in the Bible, I concluded salvation through Jesus in the Gospels is 
proportionate to how someone lives and behaves as Jesus lived and taught people to live. 


For what kind of God would send a good behaving person to Hell simply because that 
person did not claim to be a Christian? 


Mike 
Bravo, amen 


Charles 

In areas of thought like this my mind frequently turns to the thief 
on the cross with Christ who was told " this day you will be with 
me in paradise". Not a Christian but a believer who had done 
nothing with his life except acknowledging Jesus. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Perhaps the angels on my case for decades will take this up with 
you. Or maybe Jesus, will. Before you leave this life. 


Joe 

Sloan, Revelation 20:12-14 Basically provides the rationale for 
your argument. We'll be judged by how we live. John Wesley said 
it this way: "Do no harm. Do good. Stay in love with God." It 
happens that the best model we find is Jesus. 


Sloan 

Thanks. Jesus spent a great deal of time in the Gospels explaining 
and demonstrating how to live in sync with God. That tells me that 
he thought how people live is really darn important, and for the life 
of me I can't grok Christians insisting works have nothing to do 
with salvation, it's all by God's grace, which we can only get if we 
are Christians. 

A fellow named Detriech Bonhoeffer (spelling?) spoke of what he 
called "cheap grace" in his book, THE COST OF DISCIPLESHIP. 
He talked about the expensive grace, too - the hard work, taking 
risks, etc. He is the German who said, "Silence in the face of Evil is 
itself Evil. " He was part of a group that tried to overthrow Hitler, 
and he got caught and was executed. 


Joe 

The central belief in Bonhoeffer's theology was the "imitation of 
Christ," that Jesus is the model of expressing belief in God as the 
Deity who suffers the loss of God's Creation in humankind and is 
willing to go to the furthest extreme of love to recover it. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

What I recall of Bonhoeffer was he was not impressed with 
mainstream Christendom. Looks to me Jesus in the Gospels 
manifested the Christ in human form, and the religion that claims 
him today doesn't know him very well. I summarized in my post 
here some of what I don't hear said much, if at all, in Christian 
churches and on Facebook about Jesus in the Gospels. 


What I view as part of New Age perspective gets a lot of air time at a Reddit 
spirituality group, where everyone uses a fake name - I'm Puzzleheaded. 


Posted by JustMe 
February 8, 2023 


If the Universe is energy, and we are all unique, that means everyone is their own 
unique frequency. 


Go meditate, go journal, do what you love, and re-connect with your Soul’s essence. 
Get rid of the static and the noise in your channel. Clear out everything that isn’t you. 
Being in your divine presence is enough to inspire others into doing the same. 

I’m here to help ©. 

Much love dÀ. 


Puzzleheaded 
Genius is pain 


JustMe 
Doesn’t have to be 


Puzzleheaded 
Tell that to John Lennon: 


Genius is pain lyrics 


i resent performing for you fuckers! 

tell me, what do you know? 

a lot of faggot middle-class kids 

wearing long hair and trendy clothes. 

look, i'm not your fucking parents 

and i'm sick of uptight hippies coming knocking at me door 
with a fucking peace symbol 

get this, got that i don't owe you fuckers anything. 

and all i've got to say is "fuck you!" 

the sky is blue. 

and mick jagger 

i think that mick's a joke with all his stupid faggot dancing 

i always did. 

wiggling his ass, you know, its just a lot of bullshit. 

and where does he come off saying all those tarty things about the 
beatles? 

when every fucking thing we ever did 

mick tried to copy 

and you know we even wrote his second fucking record for him 
no, the stones aren't in the same fucking class as the beatles, either 
music-wise or power-wise; 

they never ever were. 

pardon me sir. 


paul said he hated yoko 

tell me, why should yoko have to take that kind of shit - 
shit from those fucking sons of bitches? 

george said she gave off evil vibes 

i should have beat the fucking shit right out of him, 
him with his fucking hari krishna. 

me auntie she tore up me fucking poems 

she just threw the bastards out. 

i can't forgive her 'cause she didn't treat me like a fucking genius. 
look, you bastards, i'm a genius! 

like shakespeare and beethoven and van gogh. 
don't you dare criticize my work! 

"don't worry kyoko" is one of the fucking best rock and roll records 
ever made! 

i'm a fucking artist! 

i'm sensitive as shit! 

i throw up before i go on stage! 

i could make a guitar speak! 

if i could be a fisherman, i would, 

but i can't because i'm a fucking genius! 

i was the walrus - 

paul wasn't the walrus! 

i was just saying that to be nice, but i was actually the walrus! 
you know that rubbish he's been singing? 

eastman was an animal! 

a fucking stupid middle-class pig! 

i won't let fucking animals like that near me! 

yoko is a supreme intellectual! 

i'll tell you why nobody likes her music 

it's because she's a woman, 

and she's oriental, that's why! 

where are you mother? 

they're trying to crucify me! 

genius is pain, 

genius is pain, 

genius is pain, 

genius is pain 

genius is pain!!! 

AAAAAAAAHHHHH!!! OHHHHH!! 

genius is pain, 

genius is pain!! 


AAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHH!!!! AAAAAAAAAAAHHHH!! 
GENIUS IS PAIN!!!! 

OOOOOOOOO0!!! AAAAHHH!! 
AAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHH!!!! 


AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHH!!! AAAHHH!! 


etc. etc. 


JustMe 
Lol, but John Lennon was also a pretentious prick. 
He can believe what he wants. I’m my own frequency ©). 


Puzzleheaded 

Agreed, each of us is on our own frequency, and Lennon may have 
been a prick - I don't know if he was or wasn't. But he knew the 
Beatles and he knew Jagger, which I didn't, so I have no standing 
to disagree with what he said about them. He demonstrated in his 
song a slice of life on planet Earth, which just about every song 
written does. And every poem. And every novel. And every TV and 
radio broadcast. And every podcast. 

To get out of all of that alphabet soup would require living in a 
remote cave without internet, cell phone service, radio, TV. In that 
isolated container, in time, I suppose anyone would become fully 
acquainted with the noise inside, and if the retreat was allowed to 
run its full course, by someone bringing the internal pilgrim food 
and water on a regular enough basis to keep the plilgrim alive. That 
pilgrim might eventually work though enough internal noise and 
programming to connect with enough of his/her soul to make it 
difference in the pilgrim's personal soul evolution. 

But a time would come when that pilgrim had to return to society 
and see what there is left to deal with all around and inside. The 
awful fact is, humanity is in serious difficulty, and the realms 
around humanity feel that and reflect it back to humanity. Getting 
up each morning and doing that day is required, even living in a 
cave. The spiritual path is a long grind. It gets increasingly 
difficult. I have read and heard a few times, better not to begin the 
spiritual path, than to begin and then try to get out of it. 

You seem well-meaning, trying to offer help, encouragement. That 
is good. But it is not so easy as you seem to suggest, because so 
much of what any person struggles with is rooted in something or 
somethings of which he/she is unaware. Soul wounding. 
Programing. Demonic interference. Lennon's song is a cry for help. 
It also is something I imagine a lot of people wish he had not 
published. 

A COURSE IN MIRACLES was provided from another realm to 
give human beings a chance to live in the noise and use it to evolve 
themselves, simply by letting the noise have its way with them and 
they do their best not to react, no try to figure it out, but to simply 
sit in the discomfort of anything that punches their buttons. Do that 
for a year, and a different person emerges. I cannot day I pulled 
that off, but it is a way to get from here to there. All by our 


lonesome. And, it's not much fun. It's not uplifting. It's really hard 
work. And it's not a new approach. It was taught by Buddha, and 
by Jesus, and by others. 


JustMe 

My friend, it’s a lot of words. The spiritual path may not be easy, 
but if you’re always following the road without but never the road 
within, you can never truly find Heaven within you. 

The world is a dark and scary place, but all of that out 

there starts in here (if you catch my drift). 

Lennon, Jagger, Dylan, and all these guys made deals with the 
devil. Dylan said it himself. 

In exchange for wealth, they sold their souls. And they paid the 
price. 

Nobody can truly be happy when they’ve sold their soul to an 
industry. There is no freedom, there is no true innerstanding. Life is 
only what is given’ to you, rather than what one creates. 

I believe in you friend to take the inner path. It is not easy, at all. 
But from experience, it’s oh so rewarding. 


Puzzleheaded 

I started on the inner path in early 1986, and the next year angels 
showed up and, in phases, stood me in front of mirrors looking at 
me. I wrote books about it, and tried to assist other people with it, 
even as I continued to deal with my own stuff, as it was called back 
then. I'm not impressed with Lennon or Jagger, although I have 
liked some of their music. I'm 80 years old. I've been lots of places 
internally and externally, often could be described as stranger than 
fiction, but I became accustomed to it, mostly. The tough grind, 
like being under a waterwheel grindstone inside a blacksmith forge 
on his anvil under his hammer and being struck my lightning and 
tsunamis and volcanoes and earthquakes and avalanches and more. 
Not so intense for some time, but the internal grinding is relentless. 
My G.I. tract is used like a sewage treatment plant to process my 
own and outside spirit shit. I was not turned into a monk in a 
monastery or a cave. I was sent into the world. I was put with 
different gifted women, who accelerated me and ripped my heart to 
shreds, too. No women for a while, don't expect to that to happen 
again. It's not all inside word, and it's not all outside work. It's both, 
back and forth, and at same time. This may sound like throwing 
spaghetti at a wall, but living it is something very different. 
Meanwhile, the NOISE caused by human beings on planet Earth 
suggests, under as above, so below, as below, so above, there is a 
great deal of discord and disturbance and not much harmony. 
JustMe 

Yup. Let’s hope harmony is on the horizon Jl. 


Puzzleheaded 


Not any time soon, absent a miracle or the sudden disappearance of 
humanity from Earth. 


JustMe 
Lol why so unhappy 


Puzzleheaded 

I can't imagine anyone being particularly happy, who lived in my 
skin. There are bright moments, but mostly it's a trough grind 
physically, mentally, emotionally and spiritually. However, how I 
feel at any given moment doesn't change what is going on in plain 
view in humanity. Some people are changing, evolving, moving 
forward. The species is not doing that, and that is something those 
moving forward have to live and cope with, and use to evolve their 
own souls. Consider Jesus in the Gospels, surrounded by asleep, 
even dead, people. Living in and engaging that soup was part of his 
own soul's growth. Was he happy about it, and about what he knew 
lay before him? Not based on what he reportedly said about it in 
the Gospels. But it was his to do, and he undertook it, knowing 
very few people would get what he really was about. Look at 
mainstream Christianity today. Does it appear to have gotten what 
Jesus was really about? 


JustMe 

Absolutely not, which is why those who truly understand Jesus’s 
message will separate themselves from the rest. This is a task I 
undertook myself. 

I can only imagine what you’ve been through, but hopefully what I 
share here helps: 

The mind is all there is. The past is nothing more than an illusion; 
an experience to create attachments from. There will be a time 
where death will come. If you can do the work now to heal from 
past wounds and to die from all the old hurts of an old self, then 
there will no longer be anything to hold you back from living in 
your highest potential. 

The road to healing is scary, and potentially years long... but 
you’ve got nowhere else to be, and nothing else to lose. 

I wish you strength, friend Q. And just know if nobody else 
believes in you, then at the very least I do JÀ. 


Puzzleheaded 

I don't think you can imagine what I've been through, as I've only 
known a few people who experienced something similar, at the 
hands of angels mentioned in the Bible. Before the angels started in 
on me in earnest, I had some pretty intensive hands-on 
psychospiritual training by very respected people. Yet, eventually 
something came up out of me, which was beyond their experience 
and range, and some of them told me that, and others didn't. What 
the angels later dug up out of me often was terrifying. Before and 


after that, a few people came to me, who were not getting help 
elsewhere. It's been over twenty years since I did that kind of work. 
Mostly today, my work is what I say in a podcast and write online 
and tell people sometimes. I'm 80 years old, my star has mostly run 
its course. It's pretty well laid out in my writings and the podcast at 
Torrent and internet archives/libraries, free and no solicit nothing. 


JustMe 


Stick to the middle way and trust your path friend. Wishing you well @) Jk. 


Puzzleheaded 


Thanks. Except for my metaphysical experiences and views, I live a pretty tame life. 


Sunday, February 12, 2023 


What the world needs now is a lot of lightning and lopped off heads 


The day before yesterday, something interesting on Reddit, about female power, which was taken down 
by the moderation pansies, reminded me of a poem that fell out of me moments before a monthly Key 
West Poetry Guild reading began in maybe 2017. 


Bi Polar 


the world's favorite 


mood disorder 
the cause of all 
human ails, 
including wars, 


if the demons aren't counted 


bi polar disorder, 


the destruction of the 


south pole, 
the feminine, 
the north pole, 


he ain't been 
right in the head 
since she's been gone 
As I observe current and high-ranking elected and former elected officials pretend it is perfectly normal 


for them to have classified documents in their homes ... 


As I observe President Biden and former President Trump and the US Military try to explain and 
excuse foreign objects flying over America unhindered, and they shot down two small ones they cannot 
explain what they are ... 


As I observe the American right claim they are closer to God than Jesus ... 


As I observe the American left gather in circles and sit down and hold hands, chanting, "Where in the 
fuck are we? Where in the fuck are we?" 


As I observe World War III developing all around Chernobyl ... 
As I observe the North Pole and Earth's axis have shifted ... 

As I watch glaciers melt... 

This is in Poetic Outlaws today 


Poetry as Insurgent Art [I am signaling you through the flames] 
By: Lawrence Ferlinghetti 


Poetic 


Outlaws 


Poetic Outlaws 


I am signaling you through the flames. 

The North Pole is not where it used to be. 

Manifest Destiny is no longer manifest. 

Civilization self-destructs. 

Nemesis is knocking at the door. 

What are poets for, in such an age? 

What is the use of poetry? 

The state of the world calls out for poetry to save it. 

If you would be a poet, create works capable of answering the challenge of 
apocalyptic times, even if this meaning sounds apocalyptic. 

You are Whitman, you are Poe, you are Mark Twain, you are Emily Dickinson and 
Edna St. Vincent Millay, you are Neruda and Mayakovsky and Pasolini, you are an 
American or a non-American, you can conquer the conquerors with words... 


I posted this comment: 


Sloan Bashinsky 

As my mind rummaged this post, 

I wondered if SNAFU without notice became FUBAR? 

II it matters anymore what poets, songwriters, musicians and painters express? 

So what? 

The Muse must not be hushed, 

She must not be hushed. 

I also thought about two poets, whose musings I had put onto my blog a few years 

ago: 
Empress: 
This existence must be enthralling to the types who'd trade nature 
for shiny beads, time for things and stuff that which they could use 
to make their neighbor jealous. I feel horribly if I FEEL someone 
envious of any aspect of my life, it hurts me for them. Jesus having 
a despairing moment was not that he would be delivered from this 
penance but that it would require such pain for release. 
Unwavering but entirely every bit as bored as Bowie had to have 
been when the Five Years had come and gone and wretched,small- 
hearted humans littered the planet, still. Life On Mars. "Well who 
are you to pronounce your fellow man as small minded, looking 
only for others to tell them how to live, what is acceptable, 
admirable, to be held in high esteem?" A person with a brain and a 
heart, too "pretty" to work in any field where there would be any 
human interaction as that causes both envy and harassment, glory 
be, one day I'll be plain enough to get on at Wal Mart, then can 
know a semblance of security in this existence called a life. Yay. 
Why do I not write and share? Because I am full of rage and hurt. 
FULL OF IT. And not even slightly in the mood to be told that I am 
full of it, need to get over myself, have a chip on my shoulder and 
yadda, yadda, yadda. 
If I am wrong, no one has ever even come close to convincing me, 
this life is hell and I'm to make it out with as much integrity as 
possible. A sentence. 
I understand you derive a genuine sense of having helped people 
who so desperately need it, in dedicating so much of your life to 
the homeless. I respect it, I am clearly not nearly as GOOD as you. 
While most sins don't tempt me, I feel energies and it's too much 
for me to be around. I left my husband and stayed at a women's 
shelter when pregnant with our daughter, decades ago. I had as 
much in common with those women as I do a talking slab of meat, 
it felt. How to help others when I myself have never been helped 
and could use aplenty. Upon rising to a station of being able to 
help, how would this best be accomplished as feeding methheads 
and giving them a roof over their heads is not going to fix that they 
are spiritually broken and looking to work no harder on themselves 
than "finding Jesus" and praising him, amen. 
I'll hush now. Rant mode activated. 
This plank in my eye, I can barely see. 


Sloan 
Jesus, Empress - did you train under Kali, who likes to collect 
men's heads? 
After publishing at my blog your, “Pigs in mud”, 
All want the security of the well fed pig. 
Horror at the baseness unrecognized. 
A lifetime spent in shirt stuffing. 
And pen comparison. 
Is truth more palatable when honeyed? 
Is a stark soulscape less so with the eyes of 
Monet? 
May my affectations always be known and 
understood. 
A fellow emailed me: 
Most curious. I wrote this a few days ago. There 
is more, but I do not care to share, this was my 
reaction to the 3yr old boy that ICE let die in 
"custody". I have that in quotations marks as it is 
custody in name only, custody implies 
responsibility for the party incarcerated. But no 
news media organization is going to say that, 
they'll say custody. I guess I'm a fuckin’ idiot #1 
for expecting words mean something. 
Mountain Wisdom (Stanza 1) 
Mountain Wisdom Says While 
experience proves Hogs well 
fed Demand shucked corn and 
sweet feed While hogs and 
their shoats New to the lot Will 
be eaten alive by Hogs well 
fed 
(PART of Stanza 2)The hog lot 
is marked PIG PEN But the 
sign should probably 
read Abandon All Hope Ye 
Who Enter Here That's all 
Empress: 
I desire neither to be a well fed pig, nor to eat them, and simply 
want off the goddamned farm. Kali was nicer and less destructive 
than my Mother. 
It's a mood. It never goes away but usually is bearable to where I 
can keep it to myself. 
Sloan 
The other pig poet said, when he wrote his poem, it was "well bred 
pig," and then something told him to change it to "well fed pig." 
Same day you sent your poem to me. Has to be some kind of 
conspiracy. My take on Kali: she's kinda a female Jesus type, don't 
tolerate well, stupid thinking. 
Maybe she's help you with your moods. 


Empress 

Lopping heads and wearing them would help. Sadly, none 
recognize my need to rule. 

Sloan 

I'll send you a machete. 

Empress 

Where to start, then there's the mess. So irritated with my celebrity 
crush I could lop heads? Not quite. The authorities frown on 
murder as "therapy". On second thought, I'll stick to gardening. 
Sloan 

It's a shaman killing, spiritual lightning, rewires tangled brains, 
hearts, guts, gonads, etc. 

Empress 

That is so needed. 


Sloan 
yep 


Monday, February 13, 2023 


spiritual bi-polar disorder - absence of the feminine, the south pole 


Most of my posts into an online spirituality group are probes. Quite a few group members did not like, 
nor seem to understand, what I posted yesterday. The group's moderation team finally commented: 


Spirituality-ModTeam 

Stickied comment 

The post does not meet the criteria: there is insufficient information to initiate a 
meaningful conversation, or the quality of the content is inadequate. 

No way was provided for me to reply. 


This morning, the MOD team took down the post, which I had copied and saved. 

It looks to me the MOD team and most of the commenters suffer from absence of the feminine. 
Everyone in the group uses a fake name. Mine is Puzzleheaded. 

The post 


Puzzleheaded 
"bi polar" disorder - absence of the feminine 
Self-Transformation 
Bi Polar 
the world's favorite 
mood disorder 
the cause of all 
human ails, 
including wars, 
if the demons aren't counted 
bi polar disorder, 


the destruction of the 

south pole, 

the feminine, 

the north pole, 

he ain't been 

right in the head 

since she's been gone 
Mysterious 
That is utter rubbish... 
Radiant 
This is incredibly disrespectful. 
rose 
I'm sorry, I am so confused. 
Puzzleheaded 
The title to this post and the poem provide the 
psychospiritual context. The masculine-feminine 
balance in nearly all people is way skewed 
toward the masculine. This is the fundamental 
reason humanity is so messed up. This post into a 
spirituality group is about a metaphysical bipolar 
disorder, which underlies the species' many 
problems, as well as it underlies what the mental 
health profession and religions attempt to address 
and resolve. Modern medicine does not 
recognize the impact of this disoder in a human 
body. Consider Christendom, for example. Its 
Trinity is all male. No feminine in it. That 
archetype has bled into and disturbed the psyche 
of every person in Christendom at a very deep 
level. 
enkesha 
Nope. Why would you write "bipolar disorder 
the cause of all human ails, including wars"? 
That's such a horrible thing to assume and place 
upon those with bipolar. Those with Bipolar 
disorder have also created great things. The 
disorder is not all destructive. Hence bi polar: 2 . 
Euphoria and love and destruction. In my 
experience it's as though you take human 
emotion and the volume is at 10 at a football 
stadium. Emotions maxed out. Equating bipolar 
with war and destruction and the absence of 
spirit or the feminine is disrespectful, harmful 
and arrogant. 
Puzzleheaded 
Imagine the yin/yang symbol with the black 
missing, or wrecked. That’s what has happened 
to humanity. 
enkesha 


Maybe. But blackness or whatever is missing has 
nothing to do with bi-polar. You can write about 
polarity and extremes without calling it bi-polar. 
Bi-polar is an illness. Why stigmatize bi-polar by 
equating the illness with the destruction on 
humanity? That's absurd. 

As to yin and Yang: It's fine to hypothesize and 
write poetry about the state of humanity . The 
title of what you wrote is Bi polar. Half way 
through your piece you wrote bipolar disorder. 
You didn't write Yin and Yang. It's offensive to 
associate bipolar disorder with the destruction 
and war. 

Puzzleheaded 

The black part of the yin-yang symbol is the yin 
essence/function, the female essence/function. I 
put bi-polar in quotation marks, and then 
described it is about absence of the feminine, and 
then I provided a poem about it. This is a 
spirituality group. However, I have had a great 
deal of human training, both as a student and as a 
practitioner, and as a patient, so to speak, of 
angels known in the Bible, in what generally can 
be called psychospiritual disorders. In each case, 
including my own, at the root was what I have 
described here as bipolar disorder, and 
psychology and psychiatry would do well to take 
a long step back and consider they don't know 
everything about what they diagnose. For a very 
long time, aboriginal shamans have treated 
mental illnesses very differently from how the 
so-called civilized world treats mental illnesses. 
The Swiss Psychiatrist C.G. Jung focused a great 
deal on the internal animus (masculine) and the 
internal anima (feminine). Wars, for example, are 
driven by masculine energy and lack of female 
energy. 

noinnocent 

From your replies, I’m gathering that you’re 
using the term bipolar as an analogy and not the 
literal mental illness because you don’t have an 
actual new term for what you’re describing? 
Please correct me if I’m wrong. 

If what I said is true, or if you’re literally talking 
about actual bipolar disorder, that’s a terrible 
things to do and what you’re saying is causing 
HARM. How dare you call yourself spiritual and 
then spread harmful messages like this. Either 


way, this post is horrible and you need to learn 
what empathy is and true spirituality 
Puzzleheaded 

I put the bi-polar part of the title in quotation 
marks, and followed it with an explanation and 
then with a poem that metaphysically describes 
the problem, which can be viewed as any 
person's psychospiritual problem, or as the 
human species! psychospiritual problem. The 
post is not about what used to be called manic- 
depressive disorder, and then was called bi-polar 
disorder. However, damage to the internal male- 
female dynamic, balance, function, etc. can and 
does cause physical, emotional, mental and 
spiritual problems in human beings. 

I think A COURSE IN MIRACLES attempts to 
deal with that by saying nobody knows what 
really is going on, and if something upsets us, or 
punches our buttons, then we should try to sit in 
the discomfort and not try to fix it or react 
outwardly. A year of that, and a person is 
changed enough to be able to move forward, 
instead of being stuck or moving backward. 
Other spiritual disciplines used much the same 
approach, including Jesus in the Gospels, G.I. 
Gurdjieff, Buddhism, Sufis, for examples. 
Conscious 

Um as someone with bipolar disorder: no thank 
you 

Puzzleheaded 

The poem is about a spiritual disorder in nearly 
all people. 

Saying it another way, too much yang, not nearly 
enough yin (Tao); too much animus, not nearly 
enough anima (Carl Jung), too much Father, not 
nearly enough Holy Spirit (Christendom); too 
much Shiva, not nearly enough Kali, or Shakti 
(Hinduism), for examples. 

enkesha 

But those things are not similar to Bipolar 
disorder. Bipolar is not polarity or things missing 
from a person's psyche . You should write what 
you mean- polarity or use symbolism like 
magnetism or balance or lack thereof. You are 
misusing and misunderstanding bipolar disorder. 
Puzzleheaded 

Isn't what psychiatrists call bipolar disorder, a 
ratcheting back and forth between mania and 
depression, with some people being more 


polarized into maina and others more polarized 
into depression? Do you not think that a 
disturbance in the internal male and internal 
female could be related to what psychiatry calls 
bipolar disorder, or schizoaffective disorder, or 
schizophrenia? 

enkesha 

Oscillating from depression (low point) to mania 
(high) happens, sure, but that's also an 
oversimplification. There is also if mood is on a 
spectrum there is major depression (in numbers 
let's say -10 to 0; neurotypical mood range 1-10 ; 
hypomania 10-13 then mania 13-psychosis. 
Hypomania mood can start and/or be wonderful, 
creative, loving ÉJ. A lot of creative people have 
done great works while in a hypomania -- 
focussed, driven even if a little speedy. 
Hypomania can feel awesome. And some good 
can from it because of the stretches and 
connections one's mind and imagination create. 
Mania can start goodsort and then spiral (OF 
Slipping into psychosis. But that psychosis 
doesn't have to equal violence or obvious 
outward destruction (not immediately) there 
Psychosis could be believing your a fairy. Could 
be a "flight of ideas". My Mind was tripping and 
visualizing so much. Mania can cause a lapse In 
judgment- sudden obsession or need buy things 
or what ever. And yea there is manic rage: 
Emotion and mood on steroids. 

Bi-polar is nuanced, complicated, individual in 
how one cycles through moods. Could be hypo 
for 4 months; then fin for like 2 days then 
Plummet into dysphoric depression for a year. 
Some rapidly cycle during one week or one day. 
Bi-polar is not so simple like a magnet =) or a 
battery [[] a Magnet and battery have a positive 
charge and negative charge. Opposition and 
connection . 

Bi-polar can enhance good qualities, creative 
thinking, writing, problem solving. and can 
paralyze and harm someone. A lot of the media 
likes to say that violent criminals have bipolar. 
Maybe they do..but maybe not. But it's harmful 
because a lot of people have bipolar and are not 
criminals. People are already stigmatized by the 
bipolar = violent. And this writing of yours is 
another way those with bipolar (myself) feel it's 
hurtful and misguided. Edited cause of my 


redundancy 


Puzzleheaded 

This is a spirituality forum. My post addresses 
what is wrong with humanity, and nearly every 
person, regardless of their station, views or 
beliefs. Absence or severe damage to the internal 
feminine, the South Pole. 


enkesha 

I am aware it's a spiritual forum. You wrote 
bipolar. If you wanted to talk about yin and Yang 
or divine feminine and masculine great , do that. 
That isn't what you posted. Your initial post that I 
am responding to was offensive and misuses the 
term bipolar disorder. Most of the comments you 
are receiving explicitly say they find your use of 
bipolar offensive. If you actually care about 
humanity or divine or yin and Yang, I suggest 
start by listening to people who live with Bipolar 
disorder and don't like this writing. Admit the 
wrong or misrepresentation and move forward 
with a different approach to your spiritual 
writings. 


Puzzleheaded 
I posted about the spiritual bi polar disorder, 
which nearly every person has. 


Runsfrom 

That's like saying mania and depression have 
genders, judging by your post title. 

I believe your intention is valid. Problems arising 
from imbalance. But the terms used are not a 
good fit. 


Puzzleheaded 

The title is, "Bi polar disorder" - absence of the 
feminine. Mania is a whole lot of yang 
(masculine) energy, depression is the polar 
opposite. However, this post, as the poem states, 
is about the state of the masculine, thus 
humanity, due to the absence of the feminine. 


noinnocent 

Ok so if you’re not referring to the literal illness 
called bipolar disorder (formerly manic 
depressive disorder) then STOP USING THAT 


Puzzleheaded 


TERM. You are actively causing harm by doing 
that. Make up your own term. Do not borrow a 
real term that means one thing and one thing 
only. You are replacing a negative term and 
putting “bipolar” in its place. It’s just like how 
people used to say “that’s gay” rather than “that’s 
stupid.” It’s wrong. What you’re doing by 
“borrowing” the term bipolar is spreading 
misinformation and actively causing harm. There 
are people in this thread who have the illness and 
are telling you that you’re being harmful and 
you’re speaking over them. Stop. I don’t care 
about a long winded paragraph about how you’re 
right... if someone who has said illness is telling 
you that, you be quiet and listen. Smh. 


Puzzleheaded 
My post is about spiritual bi-polar disorder, 
which nearly every person has. 


noinnocent 

So THIS is the hill you’re gonna die on?? 
Equating bipolar disorder to the reason for 
human suffering and wars? Huh 


Puzzleheaded 
The hill humanity is dying on, and killing Mother 
Earth. 


Edgezg 

I'm really stoned, but I'm gonna try and 
understand this. 

The lack of the feminine has led to mood 
disorders that have caused the problems we are 
facing? 

Is that what you are trying to say? 


Mood and all sorts of disorders. 


Melted 

Sooooo if everyone was in tune with themselves, 
would we be in heaven? That being said, I am 
thankful to be breathing and have the chance to 
make a difference against some of what you 
mention. It's a daily struggle. I can't say I 
concretely understand your poem. But I can see 
where it's coming from. . . Have an upvote. 


Puzzleheaded 

Thanks. Every person, me included, has daily 
struggle. Heaven is a state of being, I’m not 
there, but I have felt it sometimes. Restoring the 
inner feminine and masculine is difficult but 
really important. 


Melted 

Like walking on a razors edge. I hope to ascend 
one day... Fare well to you. Peace and Love, 
melted is beaming out! 


Puzzleheaded 

Thanks, same for you. One of my favorite 
movies, The Razor’s Edge, starring Bill Murray. 
What a spiritual journey. 


Tuesday, February 14, 2023 


Snapshots of how a dinosaur left behind by the Mother Ship tries to cope with and enjoy not 
being extinct- yet 


I posted to my Facebook timeline yesterday: 


Sloan Bashinsky 

I wonder if we'll ever know exactly what the US Air Force shot down after it shot 
down the Chinese "weather balloon"? I imagine it's a bit harder to find out what was 
shot down over water, than over land. I wonder if that's a reason to shoot down things 
over water? 

The U.S. warplanes did not photograph the three "flying objects" over Alaska and 
Canada, before shooting them down? 


Athy 
Sloan Bashinsky There are many questions without answers, I don't 
expect answers, I just enjoy life a lot, in case I can't do it later. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Athy great approach to living, I’m a dinosaur, supposed to be 
extinct, can’t get around and carry on like I once did, so had to 
adapt and find other ways to entertain me, although not necessarily 
anyone else. 


Athy 
Sloan Bashinsky as long as you can breathe, enjoy what you do, 
life will go on until we decide, hugs. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Athy I play a good bit of chess and duplicate bridge, which makes 
up most of my so-called social life, I you don't count messing 
around online and talking with a few friends. First time ever, a 
neighbor cooked dinner last night and I cooked up some Asian 
greens and we dined on the dining room table in my apartment. 
First time ever I had someone over for dinner, or ate at that table, 
and I've been in the apartment nearly 4 years. Usually, I take her 
out to dinner somewhere pretty good, 2-3 times a month. She lived 
here with her husband, when I lived in this apartment building in 
an earlier phase of my life. And there was a phase before that, 
when I lived in this building. Seems this is where I end up after I 
quit running away from home, again. Her husband was French, she 
became French, worked in the Louvre for a while, speaks French 
about as good as English. My romance days seems to have gone 
bye bye. I told her last night, that I feel like the Mother Ship 
dumped me here and took off. That I'm not of this world anymore, 
but still live here and have to engage what each day brings. I'm 
trying to find a veterinarian, who will put me down when the right 
time comes. Shameful, people love their pets enough to get a vet to 
stop their pets' suffering, but they want their human relatives to live 
as long as possible, regardless. But that's all aside from my 
curiosity about the three small aircraft the US Military shot down 
recently. I have good reasons for being curious, because I have 
seen the Mother Ship, and maybe she had nothing to do with those 
objects, but maybe she knows who did. 

Athy 

Sloan Bashinsky I liked your story, it is true and I did believe in 
aliens, and you know what I think is that they are better than 
humans in intelligence and who knows even in heart, otherwise 
many years ago they were already dominating the world, I'll visit 
you I am a tax specialist and I am in the middle of the tax season, I 
usually go to the kayos, to listen to music. You must enjoy life a 
lot, in your own way, with your friends, and write your stories, one 
day we will have many answers and even if they do not give us 


answers, we know what is happening. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Athy The government/s have no clue how much energy it takes to 
keep secrets, same for people; energy that could be spent on other 
pursuits. Imagine Joe Biden announcing the US has positive proof 
ET ships exist, and here's the proof. Imagine the ensuing 
pandemonium in the Christian right in America, especially . 

I practiced law in Birmingham and during that time obtained a 
masters in tax law, about half of which the US Congress abolished 
soon afterward. When you have time, let me know and we'll 
arrange a place to meet. 

Re pandemonium, once upon a time, I lived in Boulder, Colorado. I 
was married to a licensed clinical social worker. She, her son about 
10 years old, another licensed clinical social worker and I were 
sitting on the side patio one nice April day. I happened to look up 
and saw a white saucer air ship parked beside a small cloud about 2 
miles up? I told them what I was looking at, and to look up, but 
they didn't, as they said, "Yeah, right, Sloan." The ship darted 
behind the cloud, and I told them that, and they said, "Yeah, right, 
Sloan." Then, the cloud started being stretched the sky, left to right, 
like a very wide vapor trail jets leave at high altitude. I told them to 
look at that. "Yeah, right, Sloan" I've been thinking lately that was 
my clue to pack up and make tracks elsewhere with all due speed. 
Might have saved me a lot of grief and heartache that later 
happened. And, money. 


Wednesday, February 15, 2023 


Existential spirituality versus theoretical 


For me, after wading though various religions, practices, beliefs, phenomena, etc., spirituality boils 
down to how we live and behave in the grist mill of life on Earth, and it is very easy to get sidetracked. 


This below was posted yesterday into an online spirituality group. I read the various replies under it and 
replied as Puzzleheaded. Everyone uses a fake name. A group member going by Existential replied to 
me, and we had some discussion. 


Posted by Explorer 


If time has no beginning and souls are eternal, why are there young souls? 


Philosophy 

If there is no beginning, if time is eternal transformation and metamorphosis, why are there extremely 
young souls and extremely old souls? 

Where were those young souls when the old souls were already "operating in life". 


Not born? Then are souls not eternal? 


voter 
"Old souls" is an erroneous concept. When people refer to an old soul they are likely 
sensing someone who has walked a bit further down the path than others. As sparks of The 
Source, souls were all created at once. 


bitters 

Look at a tree in spring. 

Some buds blossom sooner than others. You could say that those leaves or fruits are "older" 
in comparison to buds that blossomed later. 

But really, they're all part of the same tree. 

Souls are similar. In the physical world, we see our bodies as separate. But the metaphysical 
realm, we're connected by the same roots. 


Blessing 

"Old' can also refer to experience rather than just age. An old soul may just be one that has 
had more lives on earth than another. They may seem to have wisdom or insight beyond 
their years simply because they've done this before 


get 

Seems nobody is clear on the answer here. 

Everything is changing, often cyclic in a way. When we say eternal, soul isn't part of what 
is unchanging. The world is reborn, and so are souls. It is all part of the variety of existence. 
In term of human lives however, this is too vast to really comprehend. 


Existential 

I wrote this as a comment on its own, but you may not see; there is a clear answer: 
"Young soul, old soul, is a misunderstanding. 

We have been caught in this misidentification with the material atmosphere for either a 
short time, or maybe a long time. 

The soul is eternal." 


get 
Clarity is subjective though, so even though intellectually correct, how do you identify 
yourself in the present? 


Existential 

As an eternal spirit soul, temporarily misidentifying with this biological body; to varying 
degrees, depending on my level of awareness at any particular moment. 

It's a journey toward greater awareness of truth. 


Believe 
Can you tell me your own definition of time? Just curious about your opinion. 


Ability 

I think the terminology of old/new soul is in regards to realizing you are a soul. A new soul 
gets lost in the world and get lured into material things. May not be very spiritual because 
the world is so new and easily get enthralled in it. Old souls have wisdom because they 
realize this ain’t their first time around the sun. So it’s not in regards to actual time but 
wisdom I feel. Maybe not time but life times? Interesting to think about. Great question 


Electronic 

I’ve been wondering about time and reincarnation too... Dolores Cannon talks about how 
we sometimes have to repeat lives if we have not learned the lessons we set out to learn in 
that lifetime. She says you come back with the same people in the same time. So I’m 
wondering how time works in this regard... I may be reborn again in the 90s? So you kinda 
time travel? 


cotton 
Things like young or old souls only exist in relation to our conceptualization of time. In 
ality everything is happening at the same fime 


dirk 
Becuase there's no such thing as "old" or "young" souls. It's complete bullshit. 


Puzzleheaded 
I read all the comments, each has a different explanation. If that is statically-valid market 
research, then nobody can factually answer this poster’s questions. 


Existential 

That so many people may be speculating doesn't mean what you're 
implying here, that 'nobody can factually answer.' It just means that 
the vast majority are a bit mixed up. 


Puzzleheaded 

Yes, this is an area where someone cannot factually prove 
anything, other than to themselves via their own personal 
experiences. 


For example, people who have had a near-death experience know 
for a fact they had it, but they cannot prove it in a scientific 
laboratory, court, internet discussion :-). 

I have encountered different vintages of sentient souls in the spirit 
realms, and some take human or other physical forms on Earth or 
elsewhere, and others don't, and even others do both. 

I'm headed toward 81. I first heard of old and young souls around 
the time Shirley McClaine's movie "OUT ON A LIMB" came out. I 
was becoming interested in the New Age, went deeply into it, then 
ealized it was not solving my problems, nor had being a Baptist, 
then an Episcopalian, then a non-church-goer. 

So one day in early 1987, I made a desperate prayer after realizing 
I was out of rope and bright ideas: "Dear God, I don't want to die 
like this, failed. Please help me. (pause) I offer my life to human 
service." 

About ten days later, or rather nights, I woke up in the wee hours 
and saw two white shift-shaped beings hovering over me n the 
darkness. I heard, but not with my ears, 'This will push you to your 
limits, but you asked for it and we are going to give Ito you." I saw 
a white flash and my body and being were jolted by something 
electrical. That happened two more times in quick succession. My 
body was shaking and I sweating, The beings faded away. 

That began what I later came to see as my being captured by angels 
whose names are known in the Bible. They stood me before many 
mirrors, and turned me every which a way but loose and upside 
down and inside out, and they are still at it. They have not seemed 
particularly interested in telling me what goes on in the spirit 
realms, other than every incarnated soul has a life review after 
leaving physical form, and there are past lives, and what's 
important is how incarnated souls live when they are in physical 
form. The angels also said there is dissension in the spirit realms, 
regarding what to do with humanity on Earth, and in the more 
general sense of as above, so below, and as below so above. 


They gave me this poem in the spring of 1994, which I still feel 
sums up the soul questions for me: 


Earth- 

The sacred prism 

through which souls are refracted 
into their elemental parts, 
purified in Holy Fire, 

then one-forged 

and sent on their way 

to not even God knows where, 
simply because they are all 
unique emanations of God, 
evolving ... 


Existential 

Hi. Is this something to do with my comment, as you had posted it 
here as a response? I don't see a connection. 

If so, please clarify so I may address it. 

Cool! 


Puzzleheaded 

Yes, it is a response to your comment, and to the post as well. 
What's important is what people experience and do on this world. 
That is so whether we are old or new souls. I briefly shared with 
you what angels, who see, hear and know a great deal more than 
people see, hear and know, shared and did to and for me (and to 
and for a few other people I have known). And, I shared a poem 
angels gave to me, which is about any and all souls on this world, 
and where they originated at some point in time and in space. God, 
by whatever name, is Eternal. Souls come out of God, but not all at 
the same time. Everything came out of God, which is in 
everything. Religions have put their own spins on God, and made 
their spins hardened concrete. God, however, is not fathomable, 
and not even angels fully know God. 


Existential 

Thank you for sharing; quite an experience. 

I maintain that the soul is eternal, and the 'young soul / old soul! 
thing is not the age, but the amount of time the soul has been 
misidentifying with the temporary material energy as its self. 
Some have been in the wheel of rebirth longer than others, but 
we're all eternal. 


Puzzleheaded 

In the sense our souls came out of God, which is Eternal, our souls 
are eternal. Godspeed 

greeneyes 

Amazing, Puzzleheaded, that you've lived with this knowledge for 
this long while watching the world toil in ignorance. 

Must've been maddening. 

Your story of the mirrors... 

I don't wish to cause offense but just to share my thoughts. 

To my understanding, the thing going on with the mirrors wasn't 
them doing something to you but actually just them making you 
aware of a thing that you were doing to yourself. 

I could be wrong but I don't think I am and I thought you might be 
interested to know. 


Puzzleheaded 

The mirrors forced me to keep looking at myself, my hubris, 
demonic twin, character flaws, denial, beams in my own eyes, 
projections, etc. I was corrected, spanked, adjusted, redirected 
many times. Even now, age 80, it happens. Perhaps a life review 


before I cross over. And it will continue then. Imagine every person 
being given that while they live on this planet. Humanity would be 
very different. Know also, I had and saw many beautiful things, I 
was rescued many times from danger of and not of my own 
making. Some of it was terrifying. Even some of the angel healing 
of horrible soul wounds was terrifying. I think, if humanity is given 
what I and a few people I knew well also were given, maybe 
50,000 people would survive it. 

greeneyes 

I believe you and have been given a "taste" of such things myself. 
It certainly changed my perspective. I can't imagine what the world 
would look like if it happened to everyone. I don't know if I would 
have survived a more intense experience... and perhaps that's why I 
didn't have one. 

The things that you're talking about... they happen to everyone (I 
think) but not in such a rapid and obvious fashion. 

More like, they are given opportunities to overcome such things or 
see it for themselves. It's why people find themselves in the same 
types of situations over and over again, because they haven't 
learned the lesson or learned it well enough. It also seems to 
happen at a societal level, where we all go through it together. 

I didn't realize quite the intensity of your experience. 

It is for the reasons you said, the forging and evolving of unique 
emanations. Refining and growing. 

Even with what's been said, I wonder if you are holding back on 
some of the crazier experiences... and that's ok. 

Thank you for sharing your story and poem, it's been lovely to hear 
and think about. 


Puzzleheaded 

Thanks, based on my personal experience and those of a few other 
people I have known well, what we experienced was very rare. 
Literally, we were captured and run by angels known in the Bible. 
We were not church people, although some us had grown up 
attending churches. The common denominator for us seemed to be 
we were desperate enough to try something really different, having 
no clue what it would entail, and had we known, we might have 
said no thank you. But once in it, there was no safe jumping ship. 


Yes, I've had countless experiences, which science, 

psychology, psychiatry and even religion do not accept, I've talked 
and written extensively about those experiences, some of it in this 
forum, and much more in books, on my blogs, and more recently in 
a podcast another angel-captured amigo created for me, in which 
he talks but is not seen, and I talk and am seen. He has put many of 
my writings into internet libraries/archives, and will put more 
there. Free reads, no ads, no solicitation. This is an anonymous 
forum, and I hesitate to provide my name and links, therefore. 


greeneyes 

I'll tell you one of mine, just because you really seem legitimate and I think you might 
enjoy it, and perhaps might have a useful or enjoyable comment. 

One Christmas Eve, in a church that that I no longer attend, there was a nativity display. 
In the place of the nativity figure of Mary, I saw Mary herself. She didn't look at me or say 
anything... and didn't need to. I understood. 

I was allowed to see her because her love of Jesus is such that she also loves those who 
love Jesus. I know a lot of people say they love Jesus, but there's not a perfect honesty to 
that if you don't know for sure he exists. 

I'm not and never was a Catholic and hardly had ever given much of a thought to Mary... 
and from this and other things I now understand that I basically know nothing. Whoever 
and whatever she is, with the ability to appear to hundreds or thousands of people every 
year, I just don't know. I can't seem to think of her as a ghost or a God. 

She just is outside the scope of any concept that I understand. 

I had a funny thought at the time, "She's taken becoming a symbol of hope a bit too 
literally!" 


Puzzleheaded 
I believe you had that experience. Either the soul that was Mary, or 
an angel posing as her, apparently has appeared to many people in 
that way. But not to me. What I wonder is, why for you personally 
did it happen? 
greeneyes 
For one thing, alignment. I was in a state of love and wonder 
regarding Jesus and his birth which corresponds to Mary's state. A 
shared experience. 
For another, there was no belief forced upon me by such a reveal. 
For some people, this might convert them to Christianity or 
something. There was no conflict for me... I'm kindof a pseudo- 
Christian... you might say a non-denominational gnostic Christian 
who doesn't take things too literally. Or literally at all, really. Also, 
the concept of "receiving a vision" or "hallucinating your 
perceptions" is already how I view all perception. 
It's possible that you or anyone might receive such a vision and 
dismiss it as your eyes playing tricks on you, or your mind playing 
tricks on you... or rationalize it away by some other means. I was 
open to such things. 
Perhaps most relatable to you, I ask for such things. I seek more 
knowledge and understanding as well as more mystery. Such an 
experience fulfills that request. 
There are other reasons too. It made me become aware of the 
seriously crazy number of sightings of her. I had occasion to learn 
the meaning of her name... which is mother. So saying mother 
Mary is akin to saying Mother Mother, which is funny to me. The 
name certainly raises questions to me when thinking about Mary 
the Magdalene. 
Finally, you can imagine that for me... many seemingly random 
events may not be random at all. Like this conversation for 
instance, or other conversations I've had about this. The fact that I 


might share such experiences with people and have them consider 

their perspectives and perhaps "wrestle with God" might be a 

reason why I personally would have such an experience. 

That I might, and that you might share useful perspective, could be 

the reason we're even chatting at all. I'm not sure I believe in 

random coincidence at all. 

This is probably incomplete. 
Puzzleheaded 
The God odds of you and I intersecting were 100 percent. Mary mother of Jesus in the 
Gospels is a very different being from Mary Magdalene in the Gospels, who was Jesus's 
wife and bore him a child after the crucification and resurrection (NDE). But he wanted to 
go east, and she did not wish to leave her culture, and they parted. It became lethal to be a 
follower of Jesus, and Magdalene went with the child to southern France, where a sect 
sprung up called the Cathars, who recognized the child as being of Magdalene and Jesus. 
Eventually, nation states loyal to Rome burned the Cathar churches and libraries. If this is 
news to you, get a copy of Holy Blood Holy Grail. But that does not resolve for me, and 
perhaps not for you, the vision you had of Jesus' mother, and I want to sleep on that tonight 
and perhaps I will be ready to answer you tomorrow, and perhaps tell you more about 
Magdalene, which was told to me. 


Puzzleheaded 
Don't think I dreamed about any of this last night, yet I'm glad we met and are having our 
discussion. I don't meet many people actually having direct experiences with the "God 
realm", which change their lives. I will share an observation that in the Gospels, Jesus 
sometimes spoke pejoratively toward and of his mother, and he said he did not come to 
bring peace, but to divide families, including children from their father and their mother. 
In maybe 1993, I went into a trance and this came to me from very far away about 
Melchizedek, the Christ and Mary Magdalene: 

Melchizedek ... 


Melchizedek is an order of angel that comes to a 
planet in trouble ... 


Melchizedek comes to prepare a planet to receive 
the Christ ... 


Christ does not come to a planet without 
Melchizedek ... 


Mary Magdalene was of the Order Melchizedek 


greeneyes 

I had a period, maybe 2 years, where I felt like I was a lightning 
rod. 

It was kinda crazy, strangers mentioning to me my thoughts in the 
street, other bizarre occurrences, and unending synchronicities. 
Actually, weird events have followed me throughout my life 
though I was blind to them for most of it. 

I do understand the "You cannot do this work..." I think. It allows 


you to build up a "positive charge", attract the negativity, and 
dispel it. I can imagine that it either feels draining or invokes a 
beautiful feeling of the joy of giving. Perhaps either or both 
depending on the situation. If not released and built up enough, I 
imagine that reality would swirl strangely around you. 

We don't have a perfect knowledge of everything in this life. If you 
asked yourself, "what would I do if confronted with this 
situation?"... it's not helpful if you already know how things are 
going to turn out. If you did, you could never really know how the 
uninformed version of yourself would respond. Almost none of 
these people thinks that they're supporting nazis, Hitlers, killers, 
demons, or whatever. They started out as very naive and idealistic 
spirits who thought that they could overcome any obstacle... but 
that's so easy to say and think when you don't know what it's like to 
be in total blind ignorance of the truth. They know "the truth", but 
not the truth on the ground, so to speak. 

A sidenote to that is that nothing is actually predetermined... it's 
close to predetermined and practically a foregone conclusion but 
it's never quite completely predetermined. To do so would require 
the full alignment of all intention. I can't imagine that. Then again, 
even this conversation is outside the scope of most imaginations. 
Perhaps I will be surprised. 

Having faith and some connection to the divine can clearly and 
plainly affect your life on the ground. Even just a positive outlook 
can make a huge difference. The supernatural is just another path, 
and any path is better than bland materialism. Everyone has their 
own spiritual gifts and magic... and use them, though they're almost 
always unaware of it. 

I have felt the presence of angels in real life, and spirits. I can't 
plainly see them, but I prefer to feel them anyways. It's more 
personal. I met an angel in a dream one time... not at all what I was 
expecting. The angel's name was written on their forehead, which 
seemed strange. I've been aware of other entities too. 

I don't know anything about Melchizedek or the order, I've never 
heard of them... though the story of them coming to help the people 
here sounds familiar and I've heard of such things before but with 
other names attached. 

I'm enjoying this little sharing. 


greeneyes 
At first glance, this Melchizedek and the order seem to be attuned 
to particular aspects of God, namely the energy of justice and 
righteousness... which in some ways don't seem necessarily 
strongly correlated to Christian messaging as much as Judaism. 
Would you agree? 

It seems somehow fitting that a Jewish energy would arrive before 
a Christian one. 


Puzzleheaded 


The thought by many Bible scholars to be anonymous Letter to the 
Hebrews in the New Testament says Jesus is High Priest in 
Melchizedek. The letter is addressed to Jews who had followed 
Jesus, but had returned to their old Jewish beliefs and practices. 
The letter warns the of the peril of turning away from the cleansing 
of the Lord, and tells them they should be eating meat and 
teaching, but they are still drinking milk, and they should return to 
the discipline. I experienced the discipline and it was horrible, but 
necessary, and it continues. Jesus said in the Gospels, many are 
called, but few are chosen; the road to life is difficult and the gate 
narrow and few enter; the work is great and the laborers are few; 
his baptism was in fire and he was anxious to get on with and share 
it. Mainstream Christendom doe snot know that Jesus, whom the 
Jewish priesthood in that day did not like even a little bit. 

Jesus's companion, Mary Magdalene, was of the Melchizedek 
priesthood, as was Judas. The rest of the disciples were clueless 
about those three's relationship and secret meetings during which 
they discussed coming events. Judas was the only one Jesus trusted 
to play the betrayer in that skit, and Judas did what was asked of 
him, and he was so distraught, he killed himself. Had he not done 
that, he would have been used by God to carry forward what Jesus 
had begun, and maybe we'd never have heard of St. Paul. 


'I do understand the "You cannot do this work..." 
I think. It allows you to build up a "positive 
charge", attract the negativity, and dispel it. I can 
imagine that it either feels draining or invokes a 
beautiful feeling of the joy of giving. Perhaps 
either or both depending on the situation. If not 
released and built up enough, I imagine that 
reality would swirl strangely around you.' 


I do not think you understand, but consider how Jesus did this work 
in the Gospels, simply because it was given to him to do, even 
though there was scant world reward and lots of flack coming back 
at him. It's a calling. It's really hard work, sometimes very 
dangerous in human sagas as well as spiritual realms. 

In late 1998, I moved back to my home state and was not gotten 
involved in face to face social, political and religious dramas, but I 
continued writing to a blog and wrote a book and was on social 
media, and that all increased, and then came the free ad-free 
podcast which has an international audience of about 60,000 
complete watches per episode. My writings are not in internet 
archives/libraires and more will be there. Free reads. 

Every day, I wake up wondering why il'm still here, hoping at 
some level this it the last day, even though I do have stuff going on 
that I enjoy with people who do not and perhaps never will 
understand what angels did with me. I have two friends, who know 
me in that way. One of them was captured by angels, too. He's 


about half my age. He has so much to look forward to :-). 

He built the podcast and figured out how to get it attention, after 
professionals turned me down. Then, he figured out how to get the 
writings into the internet archives/libraries. When some Ukrainians 
in Kiev found the podcast and emailed him, he knew people who 
knew people, who got them pass ports and into UN shelters and 
into the Chez Republic or Israel, depending whether they were 
Christians or Jews. They were fleeing into sewers during missile 
attacks, because the sewers were softer than the bomb shelters. I 
learned of that only because one of the Ukrainian Jews emailed me 
and told me about it. 

What manner of idiocy dreams up a shooting war around nuclear 
reactors? 


greeneyes 

Fair enough, there's a lot about your situation that I find surprising 
and I can only relate the little that I can. Perhaps I don't 
understand... But to my mind it does sound as though reality swirls 
differently around you. Wanting a war anywhere at all seems pretty 
horrible. I wouldn't make much of a soldier. I like to think I 
wouldn't obey any order that I didn't agree with, which would be 
most or all of them. Thank you for your service to help the world. 


Puzzleheaded 

All war is terrible. The nuclear component is exponential. Overall, 
Humanity is separated from God, its feminine aspect is all but 
destroyed, it is spiritually cloning itself and devolving, and the 
demonic realm likes that and herds and the status quo, and is the 
real “deep state”. Each person must find his or her own way. Jesus 
in the Gospels provided a formula anyone could use. Christianity 
doesn’t grok him very well. You found or were shown a path you 
could take and leave the herd and migrate toward and into what 
Jesus called the Kingdom of God. A path Jesus said is difficult and 
few enter the gate. Fortunately for humanity, it’s not be a Christian, 
or die and burn in hell forever. 

Puzzleheaded 

I started a new free, no ads, no solicitations blog earlier this year, at 
which wanders here and there as things wander to me and I wander 
to them. The newest post comes up first. Unless people are public 
figures, I don't use their real names. Here's link, if you are 
interested. 
https://ramblingsofbatshaman.blogspot.com/2023/02/if-there-were- 


no-god-topic-would-never.html 
greeneyes 


I mean... why wouldn't they know Jesus was? Doesn't it say so in 
the bible? 

Though Magdalene may have been such a priest secretly, I see no 
reason to think that she was openly. 

Of Judas... some gnostic texts I've encountered would make me 


think he is not... if Melchizedek or Melchisedec refers to Justice 
and Righteousness as I'm coming to think (although I've also 
wondered if it means "vessel of the energy of the lord")... I think he 
may be associated with some other energy. 

When I say this... I imagine God or "God-energy" to in some way 
represent "Goodness itself", to which Justice and Righteousness 
would only represent one aspect of many. Others might be things 
like Love, Hope, Liberty, Charity, or whatever. Kindof like a 
rainbow coming out of sunlight. 

The funny part about the milk and the meat is that we still live in 
that situation today. There is very little "deep" or "adult" about the 
practice of Christianity in almost any circles today. If it is so in 
some other practices, I'm not aware of it. 


Puzzleheaded 

Hebrews, in the New Testament, was written by someone who 
knew Jesus. I was told Magdalene wrote it anonymously, because it 
was known then that no man would read or consider what a woman 
wrote. Melchizedek beings, humans they have adopted and trained, 
Jesus in the Gospels, the angels known in the Bible, all exist. Just 
as God is, they are unfathomable to human beings. Yet, you keep 
trying to define them, which is not possible. I told you Magdalene, 
Judas and Jesus were a team, who operated in secret as far as the 
other disciples were concerned. You keep drawing on things you 
have read, which you interpret, I draw on what I have been told and 
shown directly. I have known five people who were in similar 
enough communion with those beings, who understood I was what 
I was going through and being told. I'm still in contact with two of 
those people, who are considerably younger than my 80 years. 
There simply is no way to understand or appreciate what I tell you 
of my experiences and the angels, and the demons, unless you have 
been in similar straights, so to speak, to my own. That is not meant 
as criticism. It is simply how it is. 

I take no credit for it. It was done to and for me. I was not special, 
but was desperate enough to be open to whatever might be in store, 
even though I had no way of knowing just what or how truly 
difficult a lot of it would be. I sometimes have told people that I 
was about the sorriest piece of shit the angels could find, and they 
took me on as an experiment, to see if they could do anything with 
me. It's a wonder I didn't kill myself many times, and I suppose the 
angels had a hand in that not happening. Or perhaps I was just too 
chicken. 

Based on our discussion so far, you have heard nothing from the 
sprit realms about me, nor what I have told you about my 
experiences and some of what I have been told and shown. So, I 
wonder if you are being guided, steered, corrected, redirected by 
something bigger, smarter and wiser than you? I hope you are, 
because the other realms are full of opportunistic beings, and also 
demons, eager to latch onto and use people unawares 


greeneyes 
I believe you that they exist. I believe in Angels. I know God 
exists. 
I haven't been shown a lot of things directly, but I have seen and 
participated (peripherally) in miracles. 
You're right that I can't see it from your perspective... but that 
doesn't mean that I will abandon seeing things as best I can from 
my own. Perhaps one day, I will see it better than you can. Perhaps 
not. Regardless, I enjoy trying and won't stop. 
No prophet was special except in regards to the fact that God was 
involved with their lives... and yet they were and so are you. They 
were special to God, for whatever reason... and that's about as 
special as you could ever hope to be. It seems to me that the angels 
have done well. 
I can relate to your statement about being "a sorry piece of shit"... 
and that's humility come honestly. I've thought that if I ever joined 
the body of Christ, I'd be like the pimple on his butt. I've heard that 
tax collectors may be closer to salvation because they know they're 
no good... they have no option or ability of getting to heaven on 
their own... they know they must look to God for that. Most of us 
believe that we can... that we're good, or at least good enough. 
I've been guided many times, perhaps always, but it is somewhat 
mysterious to me... it's definitely something bigger. I've had some 
limited interaction with angels (as previously mentioned), Mary, 
spirits, other beings, and demons. 
I don't think you need to worry about me. I appreciate it though. 
Thanks for the link earlier, I will definitely check it out. 


Puzzleheaded 

I hear you. 

I don't know where I stand with God, and I fret each day, hoping I'm on or near the tracks 
God wants me on. 

Here's a link to a somewhat romp of a podcast about ETs my friend and I put up recently, 
for a change of pace. 

Idiot Watch: Biden UFOs, Putin nuclear plant war, Republican fiscal zombie apocalypse 


https://youtu.be/_qxHxHQcBOc 


Puzzleheaded 
Oops, that's a link to the next podcast, which somewhat leaked from the ET podcast. Here's 
a link to the ET podcast, which the angel Michael told Bob in a dream, we should 
do.Greetings, Earthlings: ETs exist. Now what? 


Greetings, Earthlings: ETs exist. Now what? 
https://youtu.be/TaHOaSAqFKI 


Thursday, February 16, 2023 


survival of the fittest won't include Republicans who abolish the federal income tax and the IRS 


This meme was posted on Facebook by The Order of Pen: 


I replied: 


It is not the strongest of the 
species that survives, nor the 
most intelligent that survives. 
It is the one that is the most 
adaptable to change, that lives 


within the means available, 
and works co-operatively 
against common threats. 


CHARLES DARWIN 


A retired lawyer friend and I batted around the other day the Republican Party notion 
of abolishing the federal income tax and the Internal Revenue Service. Some of our 
conclusions were, there would be no money to fund such things as the US Military, 
FEMA hurricane, flood and other disaster relief, and maintain and repair US 
highways. And it would doom churches and private schools, which depend heavily 
on federal tax deductible donations. 

When I shared that with a friend who had taught economics in several colleges, 
whereas I only had majored in economics in college, he agreed, and we added to the 
casualty list: non-profits off all kinds; the U.S. Congress and Supreme Court and 
Department of Justice; NORAD, NASA, Social Security, Medicare and Medicaid, 
CDC, NIH, CIA, NSA, FBI, Secret Service, DEA, Border Patrol, Coast Guard, 
Federal Aviation Authority (FAA) and air traffic controllers, farm subsidies, etc. 


He said the other way the federal government gets money to pay for itself and all of 
the above and more is by borrowing money, which will greatly increase if there is no 
federal income tax. I said, imagine no federal farm subsidies. Imagine massive food 
shortages in America. Imagine a whole lot of starving Americans- unless they 
become cannibals in a zombie-like apocalypse, as the rest of the world watches. 
When later I posted the above in The Order of Pen as an original comment, it was automatically 


deleted, because it contained political views, which might offend some people. 
Another comment tread inspired me to join it: 


Charles 
My survival is in the hands of God, the holy spirit and Christ, my saviour!! Amen 


Patrick 
Charles well, what if he doesn’t exist ? 


Charles 
Patrick He lives in me because I have whole heartedly accepted him!! My choice!! Take it 
or leave it 


Patrick 
Charles I left it 


Charles 
Patrick your choice 


Patrick 
CharlesI have no Proof god doesn’t exist. 
Could you please provide me with proof of his existence. Thanks in advance. 


Charles 

Patrick with your permission, I may have nothing to teach you ,but,I know there is just no 
true atheist !! This is so because life has a beginning and an end guided by a super natural 
force beyond science!! I call this force God's spirit that has and control the undying essence 
of the human being called the soul !! His spirit is equally manifested in the wonderful 
natural environment he has created!! I have the honour most respectful to plead with you to 
listen to your heart honestly and God will not only bless you, but will use you as his 
messenger on this earthly pilgrimage!! May God bless my humble opinion. 


Patrick 

Charles well, we partly agree on one thing. God is nature and the environment and we are 
guided by science. 

There is no tooth fairy god, no ghost in the sky looking over us. We determine our own 
lives. Good luck with yours. 


Charles 
Patrick ok, you win, good luck also to you 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Charles Hmmm, are you sure God is a he? I was born into the Southern Baptist 
Church, and my mother took me with her to the Episcopal church, and back then and 
even today the Christian Trinity is all male, which causes me to wonder how do that 
Trinity reproduce? As for whether or not God exists, in early 1987, I had my first 
experience with beings from another realm, who slowly took me under their wing 
and stood me before many mirrors in stages and turned me every which a way but 
lose and upside down and inside out. Later, I came to know them as Jesus and 
Michael, the archangel. Later, they were joined by Melchizedek, and then the going 
got really rough. I no longer believed they and God exist, I knew. Yet, talking with 
Christians about what I was experiencing was sort of like what I imagine an ET 
talking with them would feel like. I was not on the same planet, nor in the same 
universe with them any longer. I thought, and still think, if they were getting treated 
to the same refurbishing I was experiencing, then they might wish they had never 
heard of God, Jesus, angels known in the Bible. I'm 80 now, and it's still in progress. 
It seems what "they" think is really important is how we iive, behave, relate to other 
people, experiences, and the planet. They promote existential spirituality, versus 
theoretical. They do not dis atheists, but instead look at how atheists live, same as 
how they look at how Christians live. At how Muslims live, and Buddhists, etc. 
Meanwhile, here's a soul drawing that fell out of me maybe 20 years ago, called 
pisaia: Talk." 


Saturday, February 18, 2023 


The pen is mightier than the sword, thus the sword defends the pen 


I posted this below into The Order of Pen, and after some people had commented, I joined in. 


The Order of Pen 
Sloan Bashinsky 
The pen is mightier than the sword, thus the sword defends the pen. 


Cody 
Yet, it is the sheath and cap which keeps it. 


Dave 
The pen is mightier than the sword because the sword, unlike the 


pen, does not and cannot lie. 


Ammar 


Nether the pen is mighty nor the sword, 
Mightier is the hand holding it . 


Damon 

Not entirely true at all. Both the pen and the sword wield a power 
of their own. Let's say that some written words teach, inspire, help, 
guide, heal, direct, instruct etc etc millions of people around the 
world for thousands of years? I'd say that's far more powerful than 
what a sword can do. I have mastered both just for good measure, 
and I wield them both in an honourable way !!! 


Kelvin 
A 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Author 

When that little verse fell out of me in 2000, i was homeless and I 
knew it was a knockoff of what others had said down through 
history. I was getting up each morning and going to a public library 
and getting on one of their online computers and writing something 
provocative about local politics, which seemed to write itself as 
fast as I could type it, and then I printed a dozen copies and 
delivered it to local government official and private citizens. I felt 
the verse was a message to me from above that I would be 
protected. Little did I then know that my daily writings eventually 
would be read by a lot of people in that community for many years. 
I upset some powerful people, and though there were some serious 
close calls, I was protected , sometimes in just barely the nick of 
time. 


Anna 
Yes 


Jessica 
The sword is Sharpest, Thus cutting deepest!! 
THE PEN ONLY SCRIBBLES OF THOUGHTS NOT ACTIONS 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Author 

Jessica Often that is true, not not always. The American 
Declaration of Independence was both thoughts and action; its 
signers knew it was their death warrant, if they were caught by the 
British; and many of the signers wrote their names very small, 
hoping to hide who they were. I have seen writings that really got 
under people's skins, stirred them to action, or to retaliate against 
the author. I have seen my own writings do plenty of the latter and 
perhaps some of the former. 


Jennifer 


Jessica 
Sloan Bashinsky it’s your story... 
You write it 


Jennifer 
Sloan Bashinsky Very brave - and a lot more difficult than causing 
problems for people who disagree with your pov - Kudos to you 


Jennifer 

Jessica Thinking is much more dangerous than any sword. 
Jessica 

Jennifer 


Jessica Let's write a book - that survives centuries and changes the 
lives of millions of people 


Jessica 
Jennifer it won’t prosper for you... but yes go ahead! Do my work 
for me. 


Jennifer 
Jessica Prosper by violence? That would never be my style - First 
of all, that kind of win/lose mentality is not healthy 


Jessica 

Jennifer first of all you don’t even know me 

And 2nd of all nobody said violence... just because a sword is 
referenced does not mean I wish violence 


Jennifer 

Jessica You seemed to be saying that the use of the sword was 
preferable to use of the pen - You stated that the pen would not 
prosper - (as if the sword would?) 


Jessica 


Jennifer you seem to assume you know everything alot 


Jennifer 
Jessica I thought the sword was a weapon? 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Author 

Jennifer Heh, in the Gospels was a man whose thinking and words 
got him in deep doo doo with the establishment, and look at how 
history remembers him today. Also, a man today called The 
Buddha. And quite a few others, whose thinking and words and 
lifestyles altered human history. 


Jessica 
Jennifer but I thought your brain was most dangerous?! 


Jessica 

Sloan Bashinsky accurate but had it not been for the efforts put 
forth through their own thought... would they ever have been as 
historically monumental?! 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Author 

Jessica Of course, first they had to have a thought, or thoughts, but 
if they had not spoken or written or put that into a poem or song, 
and if they had not preserved with it, no matter what kind of 
blowback or flack they caught, we'd never have heard of them. 


I'm a mystic, and because of that I have experiences not recognized 
by human conventional thinking. Here is Wikipedia summary of 
the Akashic records, which cannot be proven to exist, but exists 
nonetheless. 


"In the religion of theosophy and the philosophical school called 
anthroposophy, the Akashic records are a compendium of all 
universal events, thoughts, words, emotions and intent ever to have 
occurred in the past, present, or future in terms of all entities and 
life forms, not just human. They are believed by theosophists to be 
encoded in a non-physical plane of existence known as the mental 
plane. There are anecdotal accounts but no scientific evidence for 
the existence of the Akashic records." 


Saturday, February 18, 2023 


Ernest Hemingway was absolutely positive there was no symbolism in The Old Man and the Sea 


The Order of Pen 


"The Old Man and the Sea" is a novella by Ernest Hemingway that tells the story of Santiago, an old, 
experienced fisherman who has not caught a fish in 84 days. Santiago sets out to sea early one morning 
with his small skiff, determined to catch a fish to prove his worth. He rows far out into the Gulf Stream, 
where he finally hooks a giant marlin. The fish puts up a fierce fight, pulling Santiago's boat for days. 
Despite the struggle, Santiago is determined to land the fish and ultimately succeeds. However, as he is 
on his way back to shore, sharks attack and devour most of the marlin, leaving Santiago with only the 
skeleton. 

The novella is a reflection on the human spirit and the struggle to find meaning in life. Santiago's battle 
with the marlin is a metaphor for the human struggle against nature, and the sharks represent the 
obstacles that can prevent us from achieving our goals. Despite his hardships, Santiago remains 
determined and never loses hope. His journey is a testament to the human will to persevere and find 
meaning in life. 

The story also touches on themes of loneliness, love, and respect for nature, and the importance of 
relationships. Santiago's deep connection with the sea and nature, and his love for his boat and the sea 
creatures, make his story a powerful reflection of man's relationship with the natural world. 

The novella is also an exploration of the concept of heroism and the idea that true heroism is defined by 
one's perseverance and willingness to keep going, even in the face of defeat. Santiago's determination 
to catch the marlin, despite the odds against him, is a demonstration of this heroism, and his journey 
serves as an inspiration to readers. 

In summary, "The Old Man and the Sea" is a powerful and moving story of one man's battle against 
nature and his determination to find meaning in life, which is rich in symbolism, imagery, and themes, 
written by one of the most prominent authors of the 20th century, Ernest Hemingway. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
In the novel, The Old Man caught the great marlin with a handline, not a harpoon. 


When I was a boy, my mother, knowing now much I loved to fish, gave me the serialization of the 
novel in I think Life Magazine. 

The Old Man and the Sea was part of an American novels course I took as an elective in college. 
The professor thought there was Christ-like symbolism in the old man's saga. However, in Carlos 
Baker's book of Hemingway's letters, Hemingway was adamant in a letter to his Scribner editor, 
Maxwell Perkins, that there was no symbolism: the old man was an old man, the boy was a boy, 
the sea was the sea, the fish was a fish. That's all there was to it. 

My professor also said Hemingway was about sticking with something regardless of how tough 
the going got, grace under fire; and you knew when you met the bad guy in a Hemingway novel, 
because he didn't drink. 

I also read Baker's biography of Hemingway, and fancied myself a writer some day, but it was a 
long time coming. 

After it came, I was invited to present at a writer's workshop, so I came up with a title for my 
presentation, "Writing as a mystical experience." Then, out of the blue, it came to me that The 
Old Man and the Sea, the last novel Hemingway completed, was his unconscious suicide note, 
despite what he had written to Max Perkins. The great marlin, a phallic symbol, represented 
Hemingway's manhood, which he was ever intent on proving. The sea represented Hemingway's 
unconscious and the sharks represented his rejected internal feminine, who came to claim her 
just due. The boy, whom the old man left behind at the dock, was the young boy Hemingway, 
rejected by his father. In the end, Hemingway had brain cancer, and instead of succumbing to 
going totally insane and dying an invalid in a facility, he blew out his own brains with his favorite 
double- barreled shot gun. 

The audience at the workshop was not interested in my theory, but they very much wanted to 
know what I did about writer's block? I said I didn't get writer's block. When it was time for me 
to write, I wrote and could not stop writing. When there was nothing of rme to write, I did 
something else. 

When later I lived in Key West, I was urged several times to enter the Hemingway look alike 
contest, because my heard somewhat resembled Hemingway's. I always declined. Sometimes I 
said why. I didn't drink. The contestants were old, inebriated, white-bearded men in Orvis 
fishing costumes. They didn't know how to write or fish, and I knew how to do both. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

The writer's workshop was around September 1, 1990. In 1992, I completed my first novel. In the 
fall of 1993, a lot of poetry started leaping out of me. In early 1994, a lot of prosaic verse started 
falling out of me, one slow word at a time, as if it was being dictated. Here's one: 

"Although he sometimes tries to write fiction, when the tale is told, every character is a character 
in himself, every plot a plot in him; there are no surprises - only his, to discover parts of himself 
he has forgotten, lost, thrown away, or never even knew were there." 


Sunday, February 19, 2023 


If there were no God, the topic would never come up :-) 


Sometimes I have opined on Facebook and elsewhere, if there were no God, then that topic would 
never come up. 
The Order of Pen 


Drachen 
(...where does that leave us?) "On our own." 


| don’t want to 


believe, | want to know. 


Carl Sagan 


Sandy Kaper 
Then you lack faith. For it is by faith that you believe and with belief you know in your 
heart. 
Sloan Bashinsky 


Sandy Until I was in my 45th year, I believed 
God (by whatever name), angels, demons, ETs 
and other sentient beings than Earthlings existed. 
Then, things started happening, which increased 
in frequency, and then became ongoing, and I 
knew for a fact all of that existed. Yet there was 
no way I could prove it, and I would have been 
nuts to believe I could prove it. However, I met 


quite a few people who were having their own 
experiences, which caused them to move past 
belief to knowing. They also knew there was no 
way to prove it, but when we talked about such 
matters, it was like we were old friends. We felt 
like we were from somewhere else, living on 
Earth until it was time for us to leave. I still 
know two of them. We learned that Christians 
thought we were nuts or worked for the Devil. 
And other people just trought we were nuts 


Andrew 
Sandy faith is the essence of belivening 


Drachen 
Andrew That doesn't make it a good thing. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Drachen 

"I am not an atheist. An atheist is someone who 
has compelling evidence that there is no Judeo- 
Christian-Islamic God. I am not that wise, but 
neither do I consider there to be anything 
approaching adequate evidence for such a god. 
Why are you in such a hurry to make up your 
mind? Why not simply wait until there is 
compelling evidence?" 

CARL SAGAN TO ROBERT POPE, OF 
WINDSOR, ONTARIO, OCT. 2, 1996 


Sloan Bashinsky 

I recall what looked to me like Sagan struggles to view the creation larger than human 
science thinking, and I recall thinking, if he lived in my skin a little while, he would know 
for a fact there is far more than human science can imagine, and would he be able to accept 
it and write about it? 

Drachen 

Sloan Bashinsky. Sober up and retype that. It's 

illegible. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Drachen I don't drink booze or use any drugs, 
legal or illegal. Perhaps add 's to make it "Sagan's 
struggles". If you want me to expand on what I 
meant by "if he had lived in my skin", let me 
know. Thanks. 


Drachen 


Sloan Bashinsky. I don't want you to expand on 
what you said. I want you to say it in such a way 
as to be understood. 

If you were sober when you wrote that, then 
maybe you should repeat the 5th grade. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Drachen Well how about I say it this way. I recall 
Sagan wrote a sci-fi book, CONTACT, which I 
read and liked, because it showed he didn't think 
human science had everything all figured out. 
Yet, I felt sorry for him, such a great mind, that 
he was stuck in trying to put everything in the 
cosmos into a scientific box. For some years 
back then, I was having ongoing experience with 
beings science had declined to recognize could 
exist, because they could not be proven 
scientifically or in a court of law to exist. Yet, 
they could not be proven to not exist, either. I 
saw those beings interact in my and other 
people's affairs, and other people also witnessed 
it. The skeptics, ironically, were people who 
believed in science and Bible people. @) I've had 
the same experience ever since, and the same 


skeptics. 


David 
Sloan Bashinsky “Somewhere, something 
incredible is waiting to be known.” - Carl Sagan 


Sloan Bashinsky 

David I agree completely with that quote, and 
when Sagan crossed over into the afterlife, he 
saw some of that incredible and I imagine, 
because he was so sincere in his life on Earth, he 
saw a lot more incredible. 


David 

Sloan Bashinsky Random delusional speculation. 
‘crossed over into the afterlife’ is a long way of 
saying ‘he died' 

The quote shows that Sagan, as with any scientist 
worthy of the title, was well aware there is much 
more to be known than will ever be known or is 
even knowable. 

No scientist thinks they know everything, that is 
the exclusive unrealistic realm of the religious 
and the other delusional know-nothing (anti-fact- 
based evidence) believers. 


Drachen 
Sloan Bashinsky. Really? How many of his 
books were written after he crossed into the 
afterlife? 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Drachen I've talked with scientists, and lots of 
other people, who deny, or even ridicule, people 
who believe God exists, even though the 
doubters have no clue whether or not God exists, 
nor can they prove God does not exist. But as I 
wrote to begin with, if they lived in my skin a 
little while, they would know God and a lot of 
other things exist, of which they had been 
unaware. 

I imagine Contact and some of Sagan's other 
writings and spoken comments went straight into 
the Akashic Record, which is a sort of universal 
library. After Sagan crossed over, he (his soul) 
perhaps was assigned to help scientists still on 
Earth evolve in their thinking. If he comes back 
in another life on Earth, perhaps he will be a 
scientist again, and he goes that time even where 
angels had feared to tread. 


Drachen 
Sloan Bashinsky Perhaps I should clarify. How 
do you know he saw anything after he died? 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Drachen Fair question, which I could defer to 
what many people reported happened after they 
medically died and had experiences somewhere 
else, and then they woke from the dead and lived 
on Earth a while longer. They were not able to 
prove they had those experiences after they 
medically died, but no one could prove they 
didn't have those experiences. 

I have not had a NDE, but I have had ongoing 
experiences since early 1987 with beings clearly 
not of Earth origin. Perhaps half a dozen of those 
experiences were clearly with ETs. Tens of 
thousands were with angels known in the Bible, 
who sometimes identified themselves to me, but 
mostly they just did what they do and I 
experienced it in my life and in what I saw 
happening in other people's lives. So convinced 
angels, or whatever they were, existed, I 


extrapolated there is something very definitely 
out. there that has nothing to do with Earth 
science perspective today. Furthermore, I was 
told there is far more than just living on this 
world, and in that sense religions are more tuned 
in that science. I also was told religions mostly 
got it all messed up and tried to own it and 
knowledge of it. Many times, Christians have not 
believed anything I told them about what I was 
experiencing and being told. 


David 

Sloan Bashinsky "Near Death Experience' is a 
misnomer coined by wishful thinkers, not the 
experience of death. 

NDEs are a common pattern of many people 
when they are experiencing intense threat, are 
seriously ill, or come close to death. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

David Yes, in many of those cases, and I have 
read of people being pronounced medically dead, 
but they came back and reported what happened 
when they were claimed to be dead. I don't see 
how you can be sure they were wishful thinkers, 
unless you were in their skin when it happened. 


David 
Sloan Bashinsky Those things happen in your 
mind, exactly like when you dream. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
David you been there, done that? 


Drachen 

Sloan Bashinsky. Actually my mother was 
pronounced dead after a car accident, and was 
revived. But she didn't attain any kind of 
enlightenment. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Drachen glad she came back, my question was 
regarding people who came back reporting NDE 
And, if your mother was declared medically 
dead, might her coming back to life defy science, 
be called a miracle by Christians? 


Drachen 
You don't know anything after you die. 


Hathor 

Man doesn't "know" at all the speculatation or 
inference. They assume and presume but it's all 
just scripts, roles and bunch of extras. The only 
requirement after birthing into Death's Valley is 
to die. The search for knowledge 

wisdom, ascension...meaning wss folly. The 
build was a construct, space was filmed right on 
the platform set. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Drachen You know that, how? 


Drachen 
Sloan Bashinsky. Ask any dead person. They 
won't be able to answer you. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Drachen People who died came to me and 
people I know in dreams and said stuff, but I 
personally never had the corpse of someone who 
died speak to me, nor did I hear of that 
happening to anyone, other than Lazarus and 
Jesus in the Gospels. 


Thursday, February 23, 2023 


Letters from Ukraine via Israel about unearthly childbirth, an old school shaman, Biden, Trump, 
Putin, Zelensky, Russia, World War III and snakes 


WOW LAL Shy 00:00 UTC 01/05/22 


Last year, my friend Bob and people he knew helped some Jews in Ukraine move to Israel. I sometimes 
receive emails from one of the Jews, L, in some of which he reported dreams his grandmother 
(babushka) has about me. 


Recently, L emailed a child birth medical bombshell, which led to my sharing Bob's dream of the night 
before about American voting machines and my asking L questions about his views of Joe Biden, 
Vladimir Putin, Donald Trump and Ukraine, which I did not think would be answered the same by 
American politicians, news media and social media users. L did not disappoint. 


L's bombshell email: 


Subject: Current Family Affairs and Additionally Messages from Etherealms of 
Babushka 


Babushka has standardized name to english spelling of K. It makes for translation to 
Israeli easy much. 


How is it going? I am knee deep in babyshit. Bob found out 2/12 we now have 
babies- yes you read that right babies, not baby. So we no get extra help. 


Reason for not write for long time is M have what is called pre-eclampsia. It was dire 
warning from the beings above for the doctors to watch out but they failed to do so. 
Three days after my last email from you, M go in hospital. She not leave until 
2/02/23. 


On January 11th 2023 I welcome baby boy E into world. K had been doing more to 
regularize the proteins in M's urine and her blood pressure than the doctors. She keep 
touching M's stomach and tell, "Two lives in womb, three lives of M". Doctors really 
freaked out by K, say not want her around until shit hit fan. 


M have kidney failure at Christmas. Going to lose my wife, lover, and my child. Still 
thinking I get just baby boy ! Thinking God to punish me for leaving mother country 
like coward in shit filled sewers. No knowing what to do. God say nothing to me, nor 
his workers. 


Babushka K legs are all kind of fucked up and yet she still wheel herself to see M, 
give her lemonade/herbal drink Babushka K make. M drink it against doctor orders 
but her kidneys begin to work and her blood pressure stabilize when Babushka K put 
her on her weird treatment. 


Finally January comes along baby LATE, M start to crown, MDs doing ultrasound to 
figure out why things not happen as they should, so they realize that the ultrasound 
was obstructed by scar tissue type material called fybroid. Another baby has been 
hiding whole time. Babushka K just shrug and say "No shit geniuses" - that is what 
old woman say. Old woman will chew tobacco leaf, and occasionally drink jigger of 
vodka and swear like fucking degenerate sailor. 


So the doctors split M open under heavy doses of pain medication- could not use 
spinal tap/block- epi- you know what ? fuck english. fuck your english language. 


So M splayed open like goddamn duck and she feeling much pain because 
meperidine is light weight shit. 


Bring out breach baby, tiny baby, girl baby ! I have girl ! She born badly blue and her 
brother was bad pushed up against her spine and she have to stay in oxygen tent and 
have natal brace put in place to make sure spine not damage. We still not know 
100%. She tiny baby barely 5lb- I can give metric if easier for you. 


Then come healthy 71b 140z baby boy. So we have our little girl who had been hiding 
named L B K and boy we name E B K. B means gift of God. When L first get out of 
oxygen tent she was put in special bassinet beside E and we is all so tired because 
doctors say L should no be named because she just die on us. But finally out from 
oxygen tent and she put right beside E. We all fall asleep except K wake M and M 
wake me- lixttxle devils is holding hands ! Holy fuck shit. During 5 critical days 
baby L in oxygen tent, K camp out in room with M beside neonatal(did I mention 
fuck the english language in brown asshole) ward for those five days and she ate one 
meal from her mini greenhouse she keep in her apartment and then of all the things 
she chants for an hour in old tongue of Mansy language and then she went into a 
sleep or trance. I don't which. No idea. Then she went silent for 5 days, she eat 
nothing, she shit nothing, she piss nothing, she say nothing, she not move a muscle, 
except when doctor decide to move Kimo and she do one thing- she knock piss out of 
him, hit him so hard he piss his pants good- I mean so we can all see the soak down. 
K go back to quiet and baby L put on weight and she build stronger lungs over 5 days 
of intensive tent and intubatation. When L breathe good on her own and removed 
from tent a whole two floors away- Babushka K wake up. 


I knee depth in diapers and must go heat bottle, burn piss out of my wrist, but bottles in ice 
box to chill and feed little trophies of time I fuck Marta. I make bad joke there but I love 
my children and if anyone lifted finger with ill intent I know several mine shafts in old 
country to put such person. Pray for L, M, K, and pray for L and E most of all. They are 
best gifts from God and that they remain healthy is greatest blessing. 


I guess you both closing podcast. Only 5 episodes in January. Many times you have seven 
maybe moe. 


I send you both my affections and love- even if Bob is fucked sourpuss because I send mail 
late at niught though he do say congrats on babies and that he think I be a good father. 


Good bye for now. Bottles hopefully not need to much chilling. 


Ukrainian/Polish refugee who is now in great Israel. They let me run around with no 
supervision so the possibilities are endless. Make me laugh big ! 


I replied: 


Holy cow!, L, M, K, papooses. 


K is old school shaman, shamanca is lady version. I know this from her many dreams you 
shared with me, and what she did with native medicine and long many day trance to save 
and strengthen baby girl, and she knew there were 2 babies. 


We tapered off podcast, because we didn't have anything new to say, and then crypto mine 
in Bob's area messed up cell phones, internet and electricity. 


We put up an ET podcast a few days ago, and an Idiot Watch podcsast today. We might do 
another podcast tomorrow night, or soon, if Bob's internet is okay. 


Bob is putting lots of my writings into internet libraries/archieves. If something happens to 
him, it will be for me as Kimo dreamed. 


Thanks, love and best wishes in dratted English to all of you, 


Sloan 


I then emailed L: 


Our friend Bob typed up his election dream of last night: 


Dream set at a group of interconnected warehouses. 


Said "Dominion-ES&S: Offices of Electronic Voting Machines 
Cooperative Division" 


Techs were furiously going through several inter-connected 
warehouses(HUGE) of voting machines, booting them up and 
running tests, taking their hardware and examing the boards inside 
that make up the "computer" and examining each chip, resistor, 
connection, etc. It was a complete shakedown of the 
“computerized” ballot box. 


Dream perspective changed: it was a board/managerial meeting 
with the head of technology there and also the mgmt team from 
Dominion and some wearing ES&S shirts and a rep from both 
DNC and one from RNC. 


Head tech: “We know from the 2016 election, were it not the 
interference from the Russians, THE DONALD would not have 
been elected. We also know that there were statistical anomalies in 
2020 which worked in the favor of Joe Biden. We are at a complete 
loss however on how to roll these machines out for 2024 in the 
national, local, and presidential elections. We do not know how the 
interference is manifested- it could be firmware, it could be 
hardware, it could be software. We have had a number of years and 
four tries to fix the issue: 2016, 2018, 2020, 2022- and it is a 


serious problem that remains an issue in 2024. We do not know at 
this time how to stop outside interference or how to control the 
manifestation of statistical anomalies like occurred in 2020- nor if 
these anomalies occur in 2024 who they will benefit.” 


Previous to lead tech speaking, the DNC guy looked like he was 
wanting to strangle the RNC rep, RNC rep looked like he wanted 
to break a chair over DNC head. After the tech spoke, their wraith 
seemed directed at the tech. Like they wanted to BBQ him. Alive. 
Multiple times. And do it again. 


I have thought all along that Trump is a kind of Russia agent. Not the kind in spy 
movies, but in some way. I'd like to know what you and your friends in Israel and in 
Ukraine might think or have heard about Trump and Russia. 


I read in the news about two weeks ago that Trump said, if he had been elected in 2020, the 


Ukraine war already would be over. I read in the news yesterday that Trump had said he 
and Putin were friends and he would have been able to talk Putin out of invading Ukraine. 


I'd also like to hear your and other Ukrainian and Israeli thoughts on why Russia invaded 
Ukraine. I don't trust the versions I see in American news and out of mouths of American 
politicians, left or right. 
Thanksky, 
Sloansky 

L replied: 

Subject: Biden and Trump 

Neither man are thought of with reverence. 
In Israel, Trump thought of particularly bad because of Jared Kushner. Jared Kushner does 
no national service. To be Israeli, you must be completing national service. Because it is a 
very nationalistic thing, and because many do not take it serious- so many go to IDF. Israeli 


Defense Force. 


I took sanction as a full blood Jew with family history through my mother, Marta's mother 
and father were both jewish. 


We have to do 2-3 years service for Israeli government as we neither wished to raise a hand 
in violence. We are fine with it. 


Kushner never did his service but he has taken advantage of holding Israeli passport. 


In Russia and Ukraine both Biden and Trump had their hands stuck deep in sticky nasty 
business. 


Biden only now gives this money to Ukraine because his son visited Ukraine and made 
deals with miners, oil men, and anyone involved in energy. I had professor who resign 
when company he work for take Biden money and man who whores and is into bad things- 
the story he was told was that Biden son had two hookers and a lot of very bad drugs in an 
apartment owned by a energy development company, one hooker od'd and Biden was able 
to contact man in Ukraine military police to get rid of the bodies. They tell my professor no 
worry, not the first time it happen. So he take job teaching physics. 


Ukraine president was tv star like Donald Trump except he tell jokes about jews and dark 
skin people(he use word for nigger many times, my father say never ever call man nigger), 
he talk dirty about women's bits. 


Many people felt we had done just as USA had done with Trump. Especially when you 
know about the orgies at the presidential estate and the partying. He only begin to be 
successful when the the United States and UK send in "contractors". 


Trump was known to kiss ass of everyone when it suited him. Ukraine and Russia both. He 
had the eyes of a madman who would do no good. He kept Putin like a attack dog who 
instead of meaty bone he buy much oil from. 


Putin came to my university in Ukraine before I start and he opened new computing wing 
and it was off limits. Only the best in computing were even interviewed to go take a class 
there. Same happen at Saint Petersburg and Moscow's Institute for Sciences. Story was told 
that when Putin was mad at Obama, he have those computing centers do hacks on 
corporations in the United States and on US government websites. US blame it on North 
Korea. A graduate gave an interview on skewing the election for Trump in 2016. Suddenly 
he jump off a bridge, but to me it seem very difficult for man who was cut from cock to 
naval to take a jump wearing a rope. But that was the story the media tell. 


United States in Ukraine-Russia war is begin of WW3. Mark my words. Babushka Kimo 
agree. Very bad to have given the missiles but then to give a billion dollars of American 


money ? Disaster. 


Maybe I just crazy. You ever think my grandmamama and you and Bob are also crazy ? I 
think about it. Then I look at world around me. It is the world that is mad. 


I wrote: 


Either we are crazy, or lots of other people are. 


Do you have any thoughts about why Putin invaded Ukraine last year? As opposed to the 
earlier invasion of Crimea and near there? 


What I keep seeing in media, it was because Ukraine was trying to get into NATO. 


L wrote: 


Ukraine had no place in NATO. It would be like putting a Fox into a Hen house as 
egg inspector chief- there are so many people who have their hands getting paid out 
from Russia in the Ukraine government, . But thing most people outside "Eastern 
Bloc" do not understand is that it has been a constant war going back decade now. 
Saying Crimea versus advancement into the country means little as they are based on 
lines drawn arbitrarily. My papa's supervisor died in 2014 during one of the Russian 
offensives. His name was Marcinko, he was cutting firewood and lived on the side of 
Kiev(keeps autocorrecting my spell of Kyiv) where it is farthest from Russia. A bullet 
from a 7.62x52R rifle went stray and killed him. There were skirmishes into Ukraine 
proper back as far as I remember as 2012. Crimea is where many of our mines are 
and to keep the mines so the Russians could not freeze us out and to protect US 
interests(Biden's were not the only ones offering protection to energy producers)- it 
was a convenient framing device for media "War is Over Crimea". I live there, where 
you stand in the world determines just how stupid you are is something papa once 
told me. I find that true because you ask same questions as native Israeli's. Fighting 
was not just in Crimea. It was around and beyond Kyiv in 2014 when Marci caught a 
sniper bullet. 


There was no COVID lockdown ceasefire during 2020 when mama's house caught a stray 
shell and she had gotten to far into bottle of vodka to think to move. 


Trying to explain why Ukraine and Russia are at their throats is like trying to understand 
why man kills man, why Kane killed Abel. 


Media creates idealological packaging so as to make an unnatural thing seem to have rhyme 
or reason- Crimea ? Bah. 


American media so ignorant it runs stories we see where children and toy drones used for 
aerial photography were supposed to be targeting for Ukraine soldiers, even sell that line of 
happy horseshit when RU's BSF Flagship Moskova is shipped. Russians learned from their 
friends in China the frequencies to jam. If tinkers changed frequencies, then the way to 
protect from such nonsense was to turn up the mghz of the radar modules. Those non- 
military drones are not shielded so when they would get with 2.5km, just turn up the cycles 
on a radar dish mounted to good size truck. Baby drones drop from sky. 


I also remember papa saying about newspaper business: people will gladly eat shit when 
shit is prepared pretty enough, people will think it is mousse when it is the shit of moose. 
Canadian man tell papa that long time ago. 


And truth ? Maybe I am no better informed than anyone else other than what I see with my 
own two eyes. I was 17 a mere 10 years ago. I was in university and gymnasium in Kyiv. I 
can tell you papa's old foreman Marci was not only person to catch stray bullet while 
Russian said they were protecting their ethnic countrymen. Many catch them. Catch shells. 
Chernobyl and Kyiv are one and the same, westerners do not understand 

that Zaporozhskaya Atomica is in South East Ukraine but almost as far inland as Kyiv. 


I wrote: 


So much for the nice theories. Putin simply wants Ukraine for his own self. I wonder 
if Babushka can do the reverse for him that she did for L? 
L wrote: 


Babushka K sat in great thought since I receive this last email. 


Finally she speaks to what her dreams say: 
The angel who is God's Envoy, who holds the sword which bears 
God's righteous flame says: 

God the Creator bestowed on man and woman the mortality to die and to create life. 


The angel concludes in saying that it is in human's ability to call forth death upon another. 
It is in human ability to call life into the world for those whose innocence is pure. In the 
ability to call forth death, it is not a question of can do or will do, instead it is a question of 
whether it is right for a human to use the power God can channel to kill another person, to 
mark your own soul with such darkness. 


In my life awake I born in beginning of the Ultimate Depression not long aftert it begin. 
Since that time, I learn as little girl of the Czar purged by Bolshevik Lenin and Trotsky, 
Lenin was poisoned and purged, Stalin purge Trotsky, Stalin- real name Isobeb Besa- 
common gangster come to power. What fun Stalin was to live through. I freeze off one little 
finger and three toes one winter so bad. The Kruschev use his military thuggery to put 
Stalin out of our misery and bring more misery. I am not lizard woman so no appending to 
the body ever grow back. After much suffering and listening to the radio for the signal that 
east was making atmoic war on west who was making atomic war on east all at 
simultaneity, USSR get Brezhnev. Politburo puppet, military puppet, those more equal than 
others ran USSR. Gorbachev- I spit. USSR dissolve, finally spend itself stupid broke. 
Grinning idiot drunkard Yeltsin come next, then we land on great fortune. Vladimir Putin 
and then his toads Medeved and Zubko who paved way for lifetime power with no limits to 
how long he must hold office, Putin again. It is entirely possible someone else tapped into 
the mysteries and signs of the Creator and and being in tune with all life everywhere- and 
they said "I will make world better by seeing off Stalin. Another may have said "Gorbachev 
needs to go." Each time leadership had changed, it has been the hellish reality that as a 
country and peoples- we got the leadership the majority of the population in turn deserve. 
Politics are the mirror to the dark heart of every counry, be it Israel. Netanyahu is known to 
be easy bribe even with my small pension I probably swindle something if I like. 
Netanyahu is sex fiend and he was involve in rape several years ago, let us not forget 
Moshe Katsev. Canadian Mayor and his methdrugs. Bill Clinton live life like he make 
many dirty movies, same as Trump. Italians. Iraqi Hussein sons mad men, as was father. 
Some shaman may have done as you ask me and then look where they stood and all the 
lives ruined. And the shaman has made a dark mark on soul to only foul the waters with 
more shit. 


End Babushka begin Lev: 
Note: I transcribe this exactly as Babushka talk. Bob help me make it best clear and still 
not lose her message. Thank you Bob. 


Babushka K may be old woman with oldness sickness of brain. She may not be sick of the 
brain.She may be sly old fox. Or she may be chicken about to be plucked by fox. 


Everyday I wake up it is a new world and many possibilities lay ahead. I wish that for my 
children. 
Best to you. 

I wrote: 


Hi again L and K, 
Home now, I read K's words again. 


The question for K regarding Putin came to me from out of the blue, as I was writing the 
end of that email to you, L. The context for the question was you had written that the war in 
Ukraine begins WW III, and I had agreed. Also, Putin had killed many people of Ukraine, 
including your mother, and he will kill many more people in Ukraine, while you, M, your 
babies, K and some of your friends, because of a miracle [Bob], are in Israel and the Czech 
Republic, instead of hiding in Kyiv sewers during rocket attacks. 


So, my question concerned trying to head off WWIII and save the lives of many people in 
the world and in Ukraine. Yet, it was not my question, for it would never have occurred to 
me to ask it. People were executed in Nazi Germany, who tried to kill Hitler and were 
caught. They tried to kill him because of what he was doing to Jews and Gypsies in 
Germany. 


I think someone who really doesn't like Bob, because of his relationship with me, is 
helping cause his poor physical health, especially his stomach and G.I. tract. I 
wondered when I was driving home a little while ago, if perhaps Babushka can help 
Bob like she helped Lilli after she was born? 

Me that night to L: 


Earlier tonight, Bob's sister drove him to local hospital with pain in his left hand, 
wrist and left arm. He flunked chemical stress test and they are keeping him tonight 
and not letting him use his cell phone. 

L to me next day: 


My babushka does not want your money, does not want your ear, nor do I. I reply to 
your messages because you send them to me instead of letting us be. 


My babushka will not play God. What would the purpose of playing God and deciding 
Putin's mortal fate be when history has been one more morally corrupt and dishonest leader 
after another. So Putin is gone and in your fantasy who is the man of truth, justice and your 
american way to replace him who will meet your high moral standards ? The man doesn't 
exist except in your head. 


We do not want your death in this house where there is new life, you carry it on you like 
carrion bird. You have an attraction to those who will do your dark bidding. 


As my babushka says, "Kill your own snakes if these ideas come to you." 


We will have no further to speak of with you. I want my son and daughter to live, to not be 
some "sudden" death as a baby that is a product of a dark mind with a poisoned soul. 


Kill your own snakes. 
Me to L: 


L, I didn’t write that babushka wants my money. 


When you first wrote to me, you urged me to come to Ukraine to deal with Putin. I 
told you I had no standing to deal with Putin. Nor did I have the ability. 


Using money I had given him, and his own contacts, Bob saved you all from Putin, 
of which I knew nothing until you told me about it. I was really proud of Bob and 
really glad for all of you. And still am. 


I wish for all of you happiness and good experiences. 


Sloan 


Monday, February 27, 2023 


Rules, poetry and the liberation of the soul 


About a week ago, I posted into The Order of Pen Facebook group a saucy poem about poetry (and 
life), which stirred the waters a bit. Then, I posted the poem at my personal Facebook page. 


Ky 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Who invented the rule that poetry must rhyme, have pentameter, be cast into verse? 
Yes, please tell me, who , just who, invented that really silly rule? Surely it wasn't the 
maker of the first stone- otherwise, there'd be no stones to break all those slaving 
rules! 


There is no rule as such 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Heh, not according to some replies after I posted that poem into a Facebook writing group 
and it cleared moderation. 


Here are all the responses at The Order of Pen: 


Damon 
I've written a couple of thousand verses that rhyme, but I've never heard of that rule before. 
Indeed the whole notion of poetic licence and artistic license is so that the writer or artist 
can create whatever they want to... 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
Damon The Muse cannot be chained 


JeaVEvE 
Because poetry was invented before the writing system. Having measures make poems and 
songs easier to memorize. 


Pat 
If not it's just a paragraph... 


Clement 
Yeah, who decided that poetry had to be, well, poetry? Lol 


Angie 
Google it n find out 


Martin 

Poetry is subjective. Sure you can conform to the "proper" structures of what is acceptable 
by traditional standards. In my experience, it's never that complicated. Poetry is simple. 
Focusing on form only inhibits creativity and honesty. 


Alicia 
Free verse exists, so you don't have to do any of those things. 


Thomas 
Poetry doesn’t have to rhyme, it doesn’t even have to make sense . It only has to touch the 
heart of the reader. Thank goodness I’ve never liked poetry. 


Martin 
And, with this sensible question, how does one explain the expression, "poetry in motion"? 


Kevin 
Martin Marty Katz Badly 


https://youtu.be/Oy_ArpznZUs 
YOUTUBE.COM 


Johnny Tillotson - Poetry In Motion 


Jude 
So, who invented these silly languages ?...maybe we should just click our tongues, or bark 
like dogs or mew! 


They are not rules..it's just the way a form of literary expression evolved! . . . If every one 
wanted their form of expression accepted as literary masterpieces, there wouldnt be such 
masterpieces! 


It's usually the best that survive and evolve! 


Omar 

I turned to writing for what I saw as a lack of rules and the freedom of expression through 
words... and now you tell me there are actually rules .. bugga me now I'm getting that just 
cant win feeling... cheers. 


Alexandra 
Omar ignore the rules. It's about expression. 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
Alexandra 


Omar 
Alexandra trust me when I tell you I do and always wlil 


Nick 
Worst haiku ever 


Kevin 

It is poetry or it is prose. You decide. There are those who would insist that poetry is 
structured, but it won't necessarily fall over if you move a brick. I think there're 10 syllables 
in every line except one of Especially When the October Wind. Thomas had more in his 
tool box than just rhyme and rhythm. 


David 

It wasn't me, I hope you see 

It might be true that it was YOU 

in any case it is the norm 

so start to rhyme, you must conform! 


SloanBashinskyAuthor 
David & 


Eleanor 
The ancient Norse Skalds defined poetry as "meter and metaphor" in the Skaldskraparmal, 
Prose Edda vs. 69 


Montee 
Poetry that does not rhyme is called prose and it's perfectly acceptable. 
A perfect example of prose would be Banjo Peterson's Man from Snowy River. 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 

Montee according to? 

Montee 

SloanBashinsky my 10th grade English Lit teacher:-) LOL 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
Montee from God’s mouth to his/her ears? 


Montee 
Sloan Bashinsky Ms Dawson was a good teacher. She made literature come alive to all of 
the students.Active 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
Montee did she suggest The Old Man and the Sea, the last novel Hemingway completed, 
was his unconscious grace under fire suicide note? 


Montee 
Sloan Bashinsky I don't remember the commentary but I can tell you this we did read that 
one in class. Please forgive me, that was almost 50 years ago LOL 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
Montee that notion came to me from out of the blue in summer of 1990, after I was asked to 
present at a writers workshop. My topic was, Writing As A Mystical Exoerience 


Alexandra 
Montee Crow No. Prose and non-rhyming poetry or free verse are not the same. 


Kevin 
Montee Was there a typo there somewhere Montee? Man from SR rhymes and has rhythm. 


Lei 
Poetry that rhymes is just one form of many 


James 
It's not a rule at all. 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
James “8 


Alexandrar 
Walt Whitman pioneered free verse poetry ages ago. Poetry doesn't have to rhyme. There 
are no rules to poetry. Whatever sounds good to whoever is writing it. 


Jerry 

Speaking to your souls in Psalms and Hymns and Spiritual Songs, sing with your heart to 
the Lord... 

And let his word dwell in you abundantly and in all wisdom, teaching and admonishing one 
another in Psalms, Hymns, and Spiritual Songs, singing with Grace in your hearts to God. 


Byron 

In God We trust 

In diamonds we Rust. 
Without rhyme or reason 


Brenda 

It doesn't have to rhyme. 

Mix it up 

Break some rules but know which to follow 

If writing in non- rhyming form, it would be nice to have a theme run through, eg you 
could use alliteration - find something to connect or else it will sound like you're just 
rambling on in your non-rhyming poem 


Modain 
Rhythm is in your walking steps.Rhythm is in rain and storms when they hit.Rhythm is 
pitiful and lamenting.I mean,no instrument plays a melody without rhythm. 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
Modain “4 


Lungile 
What you’ ve protested there is sheer poetry as prose, it too doesn’t rhyme. Is it poetry 
though? 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
Lungile sheer poetry isn’t poetry? 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 

The Muse has her own ways the mind can never understand, | learned in the early 1994, in 
this way. 

I was attending a weekly Sunday "church" service in a rented space in a dowmtown 
Boulder, Colorado building. The congregation, there was no minister, were trying to get 
along in a confusing world. The sponsors took turns leading the gathering. At the very end 
of one meeting, a fellow I had never seen before came up from the back and asked us to all 
close our eyes and ask God what we could best do to serve God? I closed my eyes, and saw 
a beautiful white quill writing pen. My heart heaved, tears are to my eyes. I left the meeting 
and rode my bicycle home. 

That night, sitting in the easy chair in my bedroom, looking out the window up through the 
bar stark winter limbs of a large black willow tree at the moon, I was seized to pick up my 
writing journal and then started writing one word at a time, as if I was taking dictation. Lots 
of tears came over the next few weeks, as one little formless poem after another came, 
including the one I posted here, which is about life, living. For that's what life is, poetry, 
and that's what poetry is, life. 


Wednesday, March 1, 2023 


political, literary and poetic correctness are terminal spiritual diseases - all hail irreverence!!! 


lrreverence is the champion 
of liberty and its 
only sure defense. 


Now all over the news, U.S. Energy Department says Covid-19 likely resulted from lab leak in China, 
but was not being developed as a weapon. If Covid-19 truly was a novel coronavirus, then how’d it get 
into a Chinese lab, if it wasn’t made there? And, why make it, unless as a weapon? 


Meanwhile, some off the beaten path mischiefs... 


Poetic Outlaws 


The Bookstore 
By Julia Vinograd 


I went down to the bookstore this evening 

and found myself in the poetry section. 

But for every thin book of poems 

there was a thick biography of the poet 

and an even thicker book 

by someone who’s supposed to know 
explaining what the poet 

is supposed to’ve said and why he didn’t. 

So you don’t have to waste your time 

on the best the writer could do, 

the words he fought the darkness and himself for, 
the unequal battle with beauty. 

Instead you can read comfortably 

about the worst the writer could do: 

the mess he made of his life, 

how he fought with his family, 

cheated on his lovers, didn’t pay his debts 

and not only drank too much 

but all the stupid things 

he ever said to the bartender 

just before getting 86’d will be printed for you 
and they’re just as stupid 

as the things everyone says just before getting 867d. 
The books explaining the poet 

are themselves inexplicable. 

The students who have to read them 

cheat. 

I left the poetry section 

thinking about burning the bookstore down. 
Some of a poet’s work comes from his life, ok. 
But most of a poet’s work comes 

in spite of his life, in spite of everything, 

even in spite of bookstores. 

So I went to the next section 

and bought a murder mystery but I haven’t read it yet. 
I find I don’t want to know who done it 

and why; 

I want to do it myself. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
What an exquisite ... indictment 


In 2003, shortly before I was diagnosed with seriously life- 
threatening MRSA, this leaped out of me one day as fast as I could 
write it ... 


IAM A MAN 
I am aman. 


I said, 
I am a man! 


What means it, 
being a man? 


A man is a warrior: 

he lives by a code of honor, 

his word is reliable, 

his actions confirm his words, 
his commitment is holiness, 

his enemies are welcome at his hearth, 
he fears but moves forward, 

he cries and gets up again, 

he hates but forgives, 

he loves and let’s go, 

he doubts but trusts God, 

he’s a good friend, 

he seeks resolutions, 

he demands nothing, 

he risks everything, 

he regrets his mistakes, 

he seeks to make amends, 

he puts others’ welfare first, 

he accepts apologies truly made, 
he expects nothing back, 

he lives ready to die, 

he laughs when he “should” scream, 
he screams when he “should” laugh, 
he sings just because, 

he shrugs off insults, 

he learns from misfortune, 

he cusses God for making him, 
he wishes he was done, 

he loves children and animals, 
he relishes a woman’s scent, 

he smiles when he’s content, 

he knows God’s his master, 

he walks in rainbows, 

his garden is the world, 

his way is nature, 

he loves fishing, 

his wife is his soul, 

his food is life, 

his pay is whatever he receives. 


Yep, he’s crazy. 


Poetic Outlaws 


Affirmation 
By: Donald Hall 


To grow old is to lose everything. 
Aging, everybody knows it. 
Even when we are young, 
we glimpse it sometimes, and nod our heads 
when a grandfather dies. 
Then we row for years on the midsummer 
pond, ignorant and content. But a marriage, 
that began without harm, scatters 
into debris on the shore, 
and a friend from school drops 
cold on a rocky strand. 
If a new love carries us 
past middle age, our wife will die 
at her strongest and most beautiful. 
New women come and go. All go. 
The pretty lover who announces 
that she is temporary 
is temporary. The bold woman, 
middle-aged against our old age, 
sinks under an anxiety she cannot withstand. 
Another friend of decades estranges himself 
in words that pollute thirty years. 
Let us stifle under mud at the pond's edge 
and affirm that it is fitting 
and delicious to lose everything. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Heh, we grouchy old men do have some tales and memories. I 
heard years ago that once we reuin our reputation we can be free. A 
number of women, one at a time, somehow woke up parts of me I 
didn't know existed. But for them, I might still be who I was before 
they came along. Perhaps old men, and old women, don't look 
forward much to coming attractions, like we once did. I tend to 
wake up mornings wondering why I'm still here? The Mother Ship 
used to abduct me and then grow tired of me and bring me back, 
until they figured out it wasn't worth their trouble. The Smithsonian 
then captured me and stuck me in a room with other grandfossils 
for what seemed like aeons. Then, I got lucky and sweet-talked and 
ruckused them into letting me out during the daytime to roam 


around. Lumbering toward the White House, where I'd seen on 
CNN and FOX were only slightly edible creatures called 
politicians, I snuck behind a large bush and gnawed off my right 
hind foot to which the zoo keepers had fastened a tracker. I've been 
roaming loose ever since, keeping an ever watchful eye over my 
hindquarters for bounty hunters. 


Poetic Outlaws 


Teachers, Censorship, and Banned Books 
By: Pat Conroy 


A LETTER TO THE EDITOR OF THE CHARLESTON GAZETTE 


I received an urgent e-mail from a high school student named Makenzie Hatfield of 
Charleston, West Virginia. She informed me of a group of parents who were attempting to 
suppress the teaching of two of my novels, The Prince of Tides and Beach Music. I heard 
rumors of this controversy as I was completing my latest filthy, vomit-inducing work. 
These controversies are so commonplace in my life that I no longer get involved. But my 
knowledge of mountain lore is strong enough to know the dangers of refusing to help a 
Hatfield of West Virginia. I also do not mess with McCoys. 

I’ve enjoyed a lifetime love affair with English teachers, just like the ones who are being 
abused in Charleston, West Virginia, today. My English teachers pushed me to be smart and 
inquisitive, and they taught me the great books of the world with passion and cunning and 
love. 

Like your English teachers, they didn’t have any money either, but they lived in the bright 
fires of their imaginations, and they taught because they were born to teach the prettiest 
language in the world. I have yet to meet an English teacher who assigned a book to 
damage a kid. They take an unutterable joy in opening up the known world to their 
students, but they are dishonored and unpraised because of the scandalous paychecks they 
receive. In my travels around this country, I have discovered that America hates its 
teachers, and I could not tell you why. Charleston, West Virginia, is showing clear signs of 
really hurting theirs, and I would be cautious about the word getting out. 

In 1961, I entered the classroom of the great Eugene Norris, who set about in a thousand 
ways to change my life. It was the year I read The Catcher in the Rye, under Gene’s careful 
tutelage, and I adore that book to this very day. Later, a parent complained to the school 
board, and Gene Norris was called before the board to defend his teaching of this book. He 
asked me to write an essay describing the book’s galvanic effect on me, which I did. But 
Gene’s defense of The Catcher in the Rye was so brilliant and convincing in its sheer power 
that it carried the day. I stayed close to Gene Norris till the day he died. I delivered a eulogy 
at his memorial service and was one of the executors of his will. 

Few in the world have ever loved English teachers as I have, and I loathe it when they are 
bullied by know-nothing parents or cowardly school boards. 

About the novels your county just censored: The Prince of Tides and Beach Music are two 
of my darlings which I would place before the altar of God and say, “Lord, this is how I 
found the world you made.” They contain scenes of violence, but I was the son of a Marine 
Corps fighter pilot who killed hundreds of men in Korea, beat my mother and his seven 


kids whenever he felt like it, and fought in three wars. My youngest brother, Tom, 
committed suicide by jumping off a fourteen-story building; my French teacher ended her 
life with a pistol; my aunt was brutally raped in Atlanta; eight of my classmates at The 
Citadel were killed in Vietnam; and my best friend was killed in a car wreck in Mississippi 
last summer. Violence has always been a part of my world. I write about it in my books and 
make no apology to anyone. In Beach Music, I wrote about the Holocaust and lack the 
literary powers to make that historical event anything other than grotesque. 

People cuss in my books. People cuss in my real life. I cuss, especially at Citadel basketball 
games. I’m perfectly sure that Steve Shamblin and other teachers prepared their students 
well for any encounters with violence or profanity in my books just as Gene Norris 
prepared me for the profane language in The Catcher in the Rye forty-eight years ago. 

The world of literature has everything in it, and it refuses to leave anything out. I have read 
like a man on fire my whole life because the genius of English teachers touched me with 
the dazzling beauty of language. Because of them I rode with Don Quixote and danced with 
Anna Karenina at a ball in St. Petersburg and lassoed a steer in Lonesome Dove and had 
nightmares about slavery in Beloved and walked the streets of Dublin in Ulysses and made 
up a hundred stories in The Arabian Nights and saw my mother killed by a baseball in A 
Prayer for Owen Meany. 

I’ve been in ten thousand cities and have introduced myself to a hundred thousand strangers 
in my exuberant reading career, all because I listened to my fabulous English teachers and 
soaked up every single thing those magnificent men and women had to give. I cherish and 
praise them and thank them for finding me when I was a boy and presenting me with the 
precious gift of the English language. 

The school board of Charleston, West Virginia, has sullied that gift and shamed themselves 
and their community. You’ ve now entered the ranks of censors, book-banners, and teacher- 
haters, and the word will spread. Good teachers will avoid you as though you had cholera. 
But here is my favorite thing: Because you banned my books, every kid in that county will 
read them, every single one of them. Because bookbanners are invariably idiots, they don’t 
know how the world works— but writers and English teachers do. 

I salute the English teachers of Charleston, West Virginia, and send my affection to their 
students. West Virginians, you’ve just done what history warned you against—you’ve riled 
a Hatfield. 

Sincerely, 

Pat Conroy 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Fuck all, Pat! Kapow!!! 
And now some pure raw beauty that made angels sing forever... 


Mary Chapin Carpenter's 
"I Take My Chances" 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cqoGFBSjHcY 


Saturday, March 4, 2023 


Would you wear my eyes? 


At Poetic Outlaws: 


Would You Wear My Eyes? 
By: Erik Rittenbe 


Every time I open my big mouth 
I put my soul in it. 

It takes so much to be nothing, 
to shroud the mind’s eye 

from the gaudy theater 

of the head. 


Hey subscribers, it’s Friday and I feel like sharing a poem with you all from one of 
my all-time favorite Beat Poets — the great Bob Kaufman. 


Kaufman was an American poet, a street poet, a jazz poet, “a poet of the people.” He wasn’t 
mainstream and unfortunately (or fortunately) he never captured worldwide notoriety like 
his contemporaries Ginsburg, Kerouac, Burroughs, and Gary Snyder. 


He was a poet who preferred the hidden shadows of the city over the seduction of fame and 
fortune. 

Kaufman grew up in New Orleans reading Henry James, Proust, Melville, Flaubert, and 
many others. At 18, he became a laborer and then joined the Merchant Marine. It was at this 
time during the Eisenhower years that the Beat literary movement slithered out of the arid 
American soil of conventionality and monotony. 


The Beat poets were young spiritual renegades on a quest for the deeper meaning of it all. 
Their hyperbolic writings and wild antics sparked that infamous movement of what 
sociologists labeled “the counter-culture”— that youthful explosion of art, music, sex, 
psychedelics, and rebellion. 


These poets and writers were in defiance against, in the words of Kerouac, “the middle- 
class non-identity which usually finds its perfect expression on the outskirts of the campus 
in rows of well-to-do houses with lawns and television sets in each living room with 
everybody looking at the same thing and thinking the same thing at the same time...” 


There they were — Walt Whitman’s illegitimate children, poetic bohemians, metaphysical 
dissidents, ramblin’ around the country in complete defiance of the banal, television- 
watchin’, materialistic charade of a lifestyle that was sweeping across the nation. 


It was around this time that Kaufman headed to San Fran where he met the king of the 
Beats himself, Jack Kerouac. Shortly after the encounter, Kaufman reinvented himself as a 
poet, spiritually and in the flesh. He refused to work pointless jobs and accepted the 
inevitable poverty and hardships that came with pursuing the arts. 


He once wrote: “I want to be anonymous. I don’t know how you get involved with 
uninvolvment, but I don’t want to be involved. My ambition is to be completely forgotten.” 


Poetry was it for him, his “golden eternity,” and he would do it with nothing to fall back on. 
He was arrested numerous times, locked up and beaten, and then spit back onto the cold 
streets of the city. And he still wrote. Relentlessly. 


During the times that he wasn’t in jail, you might find Kaufman on any given day standing 
on the tables in some hipster café or on some midnight corner under a lamplight reciting his 
own poetry for any and everyone to hear. 


Bob Kaufman was a voyager, a madman with a moonburnt soul, a “wanderer of the heart, 
wanderer of star worlds, off to a million tomorrows.” As he once wrote: 


When I die, 
I won’t stay 
Dead. 


I hope you enjoy this poem as much as I do. You can find it in the Collected Poems of Bob 
Kaufman 
Would You Wear My Eyes? 


My body is a torn mattress, 

Disheveled throbbing place 

For the comings and goings 

Of loveless transients. 

The whole of me 

Is an unfurnished room 

Filled with dank breath 

Escaping in gasps to nowhere. 

Before completely objective mirrors 

I have shot myself with my eyes, 

But death refused my advances. 

I have walked on my walls each night 

Through strange landscapes in my head. 

I have brushed my teeth with orange peel, 

Iced with cold blood from the dripping faucets. 

My face is covered with maps of dead nations; 

My hair is littered with drying ragweed. 

Bitter raisins drip haphazardly from my nostrils 
While schools of glowing minnows swim from my mouth. 
The nipples of my breasts are sun-browned cockleburrs; 
Long-forgotten Indian tribes fight battles on my chest 
Unaware of the sunken ships rotting in my stomach. 
My legs are charred remains of burned cypress trees; 
My feet are covered with moss from bayous, flowing 
across my floor. 

I can’t go out anymore. 

I shall sit on my ceiling. 

Would you wear my eyes? 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Although it wasn't much fun, and it was because I ran out of 
money, I lived on and off the street for several years, and during 
that time I sometimes slept in a tent or vehicle, but mostly it was on 
the ground and sometimes in the front lobby of a police station. 
Sometimes I stayed nights in homeless shelters, sometimes I stayed 
in the homes of friends. Sometimes I was accused of being 
homeless on purpose, or I was researching a book. I never wanted 
to disappear and never be heard, and often I was quite noisy via 
things I wrote, first by email, then a blog, and things I said at city 
and county government meetings and in churches. I was always out 
of the box; I claimed much of what I said or wrote was inspired by 
angels known in the Bible, who had and still were turning me every 
which a way but loose and upside down and inside out. Some 
really jolting to me poetry leaped out of me during that time, but 


most of the poetry had come earlier and some came later, when I 
was living inside. I think the core of actually living is, we engage 
what comes our way, the best we can, and sometimes we simply let 
it pass by or through us, and we keep on going, like stranger than 
fiction, or strangers in a strange land, which was a really important 
novel by Robert Heinlein. 


Meanwhile, at Facebook: 


Jim 
Why do news idiots keep calling SSI and Medicare entitlements..... 


Laura 
So they can convince you that your $$ is actually their$$.. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Laura because we are entitled to get what we bought? 


Laura 

Sloan Bashinsky no! !according to the government..you didn't 
"buy" anything..it's an allotment being bestowed upon you at their 
discretion..so we should all be grateful.. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Laura Nobody from the government ever told me that. In fact, I did 
pay for it with US dollars. From all I hear around and see online 
and on TV, it's the Republicans that want to take away what I 
bought. So, my suggestion to them is, o, my suggestion to them is, 
they take it away from Republicans, MAGAs, Libertarians and 
anyone else who is on Social Security who wants to take away 
what I bought. 


Am now reminded of back when Alabama's hospitals were full of 
Covid-19 patients, who had declined to be vaccinated, people with 
serious medical problems, such as heart attack, stroke, could not. 
get into those hospitals. When President Trump came to Alabama 
during that time and urged his followers in Cullman, Alabama to 
get vaccinated, they booted him. Alabama Governor Kay Ivey, a 
very conservative Republican, finally broke ranks and urged the 
unvaccinated people in Alabama to get vaccinated. I took up saying 
posting online that people who declined to get vaccinated and hen 
caught Covid-19 should not be allowed into hospitals that receive 
federal funding. I was accused of wanting people to die. I replied 
that it was people who didn't get vaccinated that wanted to die, and 
so let them die and leave hospitals for people who want to live. 


Laura 
Sloan Bashinsky yeah, I get angry when government talks about 
my social security being an "entitlement". That's my money! I 


think if I choose I should be able to get a lump sum and any 
interest accumulated. My heirs should be entitled to it upon my 
death. Instead it's now become the largest "tax" ever levied on us. 
Guess they need to get the $$ from somewhere to redistribute. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Laura I never looked at my Social Security as an asset that passed 
on to my heirs. I viewed it as something to help me get by 
financially (the monthly payments) and medically (Medicare and 
Medicaid. If I had a wife, then she should get it after I croaked. But 
I don't have a wife, so it ends when I die, if the right side of the 
American political-religious spectrum don't take it away sooner. 
Some of them want to abolish the IRS and the federal income tax, 
and leave taxation to the states. Imagine what would happen church 
coffers, if the federal income tax deduction for gifts to churches 
was eliminated. 


W/hen I was in Costa Rica in 2000, I needed medical attention and 
it was provided for free. When I told that to people when I was 
back in America, they went off on some kind of rant against 
socialism, or they had something to say against free medical 
treatment. I told them the reason Costa Rica could do that was it 
didn't have a huge national military to pay for. The last time the 
American military perhaps defended me was when I was a tot 
during World War II. 


Laura 

Sloan Bashinsky Lyndon Johnson used it as a trove of untapped 
resources..saw a huge amount of our $$ ready to be spent 
(redistributed). I would be better served if I had been able to keep 
that huge chunk every paycheck. How about the many who have 
no dependents and die before receiving any SSI "benefits"? Who 
gets that $$?...uncle sam.. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Laura Yes, after last replying to you, I realized I had not included 
our dependents, especially minor children. 


I didn't know about President Johnson, perhaps he inspired today's 
Republicans to follow suit? 


Wednesday, March 8, 2023 


perhaps keelhauling is the best medicine for prevaricating politicians and the invasive species 
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keelhauling 


This below was posted at Facebook by a Key West radio talk show host and musician, who bills 
himself as "Soundman From Hell." 


Gary 

Politics in America: 

"Republicans lie, and the Democrats leave out key parts of the truth." 
- Chris Rock 


Guy 
We need to get rid of both parties no Democrats no Republicans it's 
just another form of prejudice in order to not get anything done 


Gary 
Guy I agree 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Guy political parties are secular religions, cults; some claim they 
represent God; good luck getting rid of them. I ran 10 times for 
local public office in so-called paradise, as the “independent” 
candidate. My position on every issue was against the grain, out of 
the box. Perhaps an alien invasion to capture the planet and enslave 
humanity would bring humanity together? Into sync? When pigs 
fly? 


Gary 
Sloan Bashinsky yeah it's a lot like picking up sports team for the 
super bowl or whatever they call it. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Gary I dunno, Soundman. I don't see picking and rooting for a pro 
football winner take all game compares to voting for candidates for 
public office. I never saw a pro football championship game 
damage America. I saw local elected officials in "paradise" give it 
away to real estate developers. I saw them put in $$$ we trust into 
their pledge of allegiance. I saw them vote against Mother Nature 


repeatedly, and for property rights incessantly. I saw the ocean 
around the Florida Keys become polluted. I saw 90 percent of the 
coral reef die. I saw it become unsafe to swim in the ocean, 
because it was full of MRSA flesh-eating bacteria. I saw polluted 
waters signs/flags at public beaches. I watched sea-killing cruise 
ships become more necessary to Key West's economy than all its 
water sports combined. I saw the voters keep electing candidates 
who went along with all of that. Become of its ethnic, racial and 
gender diversity, Key West was a proxy for all of America. I really 
do think it will take an alien invasion, or a giant meteor strike like 
the meteor that caused the extinction of the dinosaurs, to save the 
planet from the invasive species - humanity. 


Guy 

Sloan Bashinsky yeah I understand it will never happen just like 
when did Jehovah witness come by and say everyone will get 
together and be happy there's no way so long as we're human 
beings and have love hate lust all the things that make us up there 
will always be strife 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Guy No Jehovah witness ever came by and told me everyone will 
get together and we all will be happy. I took to telling them 
sometimes that I was Jewish, or Mormon, and they thanked me and 
left. Other times, I told them if they lived in my skin, they might 
wish there was no Jehovah . Sometimes I gave them examples of 
my personal experiences with angels mentioned in the Bible. 
Nothing seemed to sink into their minds. But then, if a Martian 
stood before them, would they know it was a Martian, even if its 
skin color was green? Would they even be able to see the Martian, 
even though it was in plain view? 


Guy 
Sloan Bashinsky we are the Martian Invaders of this beautiful 
planet 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Guy I dunno, perhaps taking that view insults Martians? Perhaps 
we are Klingons? 


Guy 
Sloan Bashinsky we are something that we are not native 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Guy If we humans were native to this planet we call Earth, 
wouldn't we be slightly more inclined to take care of our home? 
Under the law, we have the legal right to use lethal force against 
people who break into our homes. I keep wondering when Earth 
will use lethal force to defend herself from humans? 


During my 18-year stint living in so-called paradise, there was 
much talk about doing something about invasive species, such as 
iguanas, which the real invasive species, humans, had introduced 
into the Florida Keys. I kept saying, humans are the invasive 
species in the Florida Keys. They brought the iguanas into the 
Keys. They destroyed the Keys. Perhaps a mother of all hurricanes 
will restore the Keys to what they were like before the white 
people came there. That line wasn't a great vote getter. 


Nor was it, when I was asked at a county commission candidate 
forum in 2006: What did I think about bringing Mosquito Control 
back into the county government versus Mosquito Control 
continuing as an independent government authority? I said I would 
get rid of Mosquito Control, because the sprays it used were more 
dangerous than the mosquitoes. I wish I also had thought to say, the 
mosquitoes are Mother Nature's natural defense against the 
invasive species, humans. 


This editorial cartoon was in the Key West Citizen in 2008, when I 
was running for county commission and was asked at a county 
commission candidate forum: What did I think were the three 
greatest threats to the Florida Keys? I said, "The Gang of Three." 


The three notorious sitting county commissioners, who had been 
bought and paid for by real estate developers and their lawyers. 


Friday, March 10, 2023 


Art gives us the illusion of liberation from the sordid business of living? 


From a Facebook group I joined in early 2023: 


Poetic Outlaws 


Art gives us the illusion 

of liberation from the 

sordid business 

of being. 

~ Fernando Pessoa 
Sloan Bashinsky 
And here I thought art, in its various forms, is the soul's expression 
of that sordid and sometimes beautiful business. 

I can only speak for myself: that when my Muse flows, I feel a lot more alive and 


whole, and sometimes I see her handiwork playing out in my life. 


Poetic Outlaws 
The great Charles Bukowski died on this day in 1994: 
“There's nothing to mourn about death any more than there is to mourn about the 
growing of a flower. What is terrible is not death but the lives people live or don't live 
up until their death. They don't honor their own lives, they piss on their lives. They 
shit them away. Dumb fuckers. They concentrate too much on fucking, movies, 
money, family, fucking. Their minds are full of cotton. They swallow God without 
thinking, they swallow country without thinking. Soon they forget how to think, they 
let others think for them. Their brains are stuffed with cotton. They look ugly, they 
talk ugly, they walk ugly. Play them the great music of the centuries and they can't 
hear it. Most people's deaths are a sham. There's nothing left to die.” 

Sloan Bahsinsky 


All hail irreverence! The truth will set us free, but first it will piss 
us off! Ka-pow! 
But then, when my 7 weeks-old son died of sudden infant death 
syndrome my senior year in law school, my heart was ripped out of 
my chest and shredded by a bush hog for a very long time. It was a 
long time before I appreciated his death had so unhinged me, that 
no matter how hard I tired, I was unable to fit myself into the 
programs and dreams my family, their religion, my friends, women 
I loved, society and I had for me. And one day a poem came out of 
me that perhaps he had something to do with. Actually, there were 
lots of poems he perhaps had something to do with, but this was 
the first: 

Living Poets 

Dead poets are poets who never write 

Who obey shoulds and oughts 

Who live to please others 

Who value money over God 

Who die without ever having lived 

Death is their mark 


Dead poets are remembered by the living. 
Living poets are remembered by time 
Dead poets never sing their song 

Living poets nover stop singing it 

The difference between the two is this: 
One worships fear, the other life 


To be a dead poet is hard 

It requires being someone else 

To be a living poet is easy 

It only means being myself 

One choice is hell, the other heaven 
That is what is meant by free will 


The next poem that came: 
I happened upon a mockingbird 
singing his fool head off. 
I asked him how and why he sang? 
But all he did was look ahead, 
all he did was sing. 
He never turned to see if I was watching, 
Or listened for money jingling in my pockets, 
Or asked if I liked his music, 
Or expected a recording contract. 
He was too busy singing 
to pay any attention to me. 
Thus did I learn 
the greatest sin of all 


is to kill a mockingbird. 


And another: 
Who invented the rule that poetry must rhyme, have pentameter, be 
cast into verse? Yes, please tell me, who, just who, invented that 
really silly rule? Surely it wasn't the maker of the first stone - 
otherwise, there'd be no stones to break all those slavin' rules! 

And another: 
He feels deep beauty in the dark pool from which his writings flow. 
She clings to him like fine silk, precious oil. She feels solid, 
compressed, like ... a black pearl, growing from inside out, ever 
larger with each stroke of his pen, pushing her precious waters over 
her banks into his dreams and life... 

And another: 


Earth... 

The sacred prism 

through which souls are refracted 

into their elemental parts, 

purified in Holy Fire, 

then one-forged 

and sent on their way 

to not even God knows where, 

simply because they are all 

unique emanations of God, 

evolving ... 
Here's a link to HEAVY WAIT: A Strange Tale, which fell out of me during April, 
May and June 2000. The storyline was provided by.a Key West street performer, 
whose jaw dropped when I told him I'd lived half the plot the year prior. This often 
stranger than fiction novel is a free read, with no ads, at internet library archives. It 
demonstrates/manifests all of the poems above. 


https://archive.org/details/heavy-wait-a-strange-tale_202212 


Sunday, March 12, 2023 


failure is essential to living and being 


I spent most of my life failing at what I took on. I kept trying, though. 


Early this year, I joined an online group, which seemed to have considerably more substance than what 
I was seeing at Facebook and Reddit. 


Poetic Outlaws 


Exegesis of Failure 
By: Emil Cioran 


Each of us is born with a share of purity, predestined to be corrupted by our commerce with 
mankind, by that sin against solitude. For each of us will do anything in order not to be 
doomed to himself. 

Our kind is not a fatality but the temptation to fail. Incapable of keeping our hands clean 
and our hearts undiluted, we soil ourselves upon contact with strange sweats, we wallow— 
craving for disgust and fervent for pestilence—in the unanimous mud. And when we dream 
of seas changed into holy water, it is too late to dive into them, and our advanced state of 
corruption keeps us from drowning there: the world has infested our solitude; upon us the 
traces of others become indelible. 

In the gamut of creatures, only man inspires a sustained disgust. The repugnance which an 
animal begets is provisional; it never ripens in thought, whereas our kind obsesses our 
reflections, infiltrates the mechanism of our detachment from the world in order to confirm 
us in our system of refusal and non-adherence. 

After each conversation, whose refinement alone is enough to indicate the level of a 
civilization, why is it impossible not to regret the Sahara and not to envy the plants or the 
endless monologues of zoology? If with each word we win a victory over nothingness, it is 
only the better to endure its reign. 

We die in proportion to the words which we fling around us . . . Those who speak have no 
secrets. And we all speak. We betray ourselves, we exhibit our heart; executioner of the 
unspeakable, each of us labors to destroy all the mysteries, beginning with our own. 

And if we meet others, it is to degrade ourselves together in a race to the void, whether in 
the exchange of ideas, schemes, or confessions. Curiosity has provoked not only the first 


fall but the countless ones of every day of our lives. Life is only that impatience to fall, to 
fail, to prostitute the soul’s virginal solitudes by dialogue, ageless and everyday negation of 
Paradise. 
Man should listen only to himself in the endless ecstasy of the intransmissible Word, should 
create words for his own silences and assents audible only to his regrets. But he is the 
chatterbox of the universe; he speaks in the name of others; his self loves the plural. And 
anyone who speaks in the name of others is always an impostor. 
Politicians, reformers, and all who rely on a collective pretext are cheats. There is only the 
artist whose lie is not a total one, for he invents only himself. Outside of the surrender to 
the incommunicable, the suspension amid our mute and unconsoled anxieties, life is merely 
a fracas on an unmapped terrain, and the universe a geometry stricken with epilepsy. 
The implicit plural of “one” and the avowed plural of “we” constitute the comfortable 
refuge of false existence. Only the poet takes responsibility for “I,” he alone speaks in his 
own name, he alone is entitled to do so. 
Poetry is bastardized when it becomes permeable to prophecy or to doctrine: “mission” 
smothers music, idea shackles inspiration. Shelly’s “generous” aspect cripples most of his 
work; Shakespeare, by a stroke of luck, never “served” anything. 
The victory of non-authenticity is fulfilled in philosophical activity, that complacence in 
“one,” and in prophetic activity [whether religious, moral, or political], that apotheosis of 
“we.” 
Definition is the lie of the abstract mind; inspired formula the lie of the militant one; a 
definition is always the cornerstone of a temple; a formula inescapably musters the faithful. 
Thus all teachings begin. How then fail to turn to poetry? It has, like life, the excuse of 
proving nothing.) 

Thinking Cioran was quite the chatterbox himself, I volunteered some of my own chatter. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
How about? 


spiritual bipolar disorder, 
the cause of all 
human ails, 
including wars, 
if the demons aren't counted 
spiritual bi polar disorder, 
the destruction of the 
south pole, 
the feminine, 
the north pole, 
he ain't been 
right in the head 
since she's been gone 


Sloan Bashinsky 
I can't find anything about Cioran being poet. I did find more stuff about him assessing 
poets. 


Poetic Outlaws Author 
He wasn't a poet. He was a philosopher who wrote poetically. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

I gather he wasn’t a mystic, either. Yet, he seemed in what you 
posted here to hold forth on both topics, as if he was an expert or 
blessed with all-knowing, yet how could that be, if he was not a 
poet nor a mystic, asks a poet and a mystic? 


Poetic Outlaws Author 
I think his wisdom came from beyond even the mystics and the 
poets. He was brilliant. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
I’ve known lots of brilliant people, far smarter than me, who had 
no clue, were not able to grasp, nor appreciate, nor even believe I 
wasn’t making up what little I told them of what I had experienced 
that was not of this world, and they were just as tone death to small 
amounts of reams of poetry that had leaped out of me. Had similar 
experience with quite a few poets, yet not with all the poets I 
crossed paths with. 

Back in my own "time zone"... 


In early 1987, out of bright ideas, at the end of my rope, feeling I had failed in every way a man could 
fail, I made a desperate prayer: 


"Dear God, I do not want do die like this, failed. Please help me." I paused, then 
added, "I offer my life to human service." 
Something fluttered inside of me, tears came into my eyes. It passed. I went on about 


my day. 


About ten days later, I awoke in the wee hours, saw two spirit beings shaped like white shifts hovering 
above me in the darkness. I heard, not with my ears, but quite clearly: 


"This will push you to your limits, but you asked for it and we are going to give it to 
you." 

I saw a white flash and my body and psyche was jolted by something electrical. That 
happened two more times. The two beings faded out. I was physically shaking and 
sweating. 


Slowly but inexorably, I was turned every upside down, inside out, and every which a way but loose. I 
was stood before many mirrors. My perspective of everything, including myself, changed, and kept 
changing, as the process continued. 


In April 2001, when I again felt like total, abject failure, a poem fell out of me as fast as I could type it. 


The World's Greatest Failure 
I know what it is to love fully, 
have my heart broken by death 
and by loved ones' rejections, 
Over and over again, 
so I can love even more. 


I know what it is to be engulfed in pain, 
Awash in evil, 

Terrified, enraged, despaired, 
Believing God has again forsaken me, 
Then be given the truth 

that again makes me free. 


I know what it is to doubt, 
Be lost and wandering 
time and time again, 

Then be rescued yet again 
and my faith grows deeper. 


I know what it is to blindly trust, 
Then be destroyed by betrayal 
time and time again, 

Until I trust only God. 


I know what it is to have much 
and be completely of this world, 
Then have it all taken away 

and be in the world but not of it. 


I know what it is to fail in this world, 
and fail and fail and fail: 

The world's greatest failure, 

I can serve only God. 


I know what it is to give 
and give and give and give; 
I cannot stop giving 
because giving is receiving. 


I know what it is to explain God 

time after time after time again. 

Something demands I keep explaining: 

Maybe someone will listen, 

Maybe me. 
The irony of having prayed in early 1987, for God to deliver me from my own failure, did not escape 
me. 


Yet, what is failure, really? 
Who, or what, decides? 


I read online the other day, that nobody achieves anything, who does not fail many times. Failing is 
essential to living and being. 


Wednesday, March 15, 2023 


America's choices: the Nazis or the Fukawis 


During the time of covid-shutdown America, I stumbled across a voice howling (on Substack) from the 
Florida wilderness, which I felt was a good bit more tuned in than most of what I saw online. A recent 
sampling: 


My Two Senses 


What I'd Rather Be Doing 

OP Flawriduh Cracker 

Mar 13, 2023 

I spent most of my career in creating stuff and imagined that I would be spending 
most of my time doing stuff to amuse my nieces and nephews... Instead I am 
spending inordinate amounts of time alerting my fellow Americans to the coming 
wave of Christo-Fascist, Authoritarian, Oligarchy that continues to pretty much 
unabated to destroy our great experiment in a Democratic Republic. 


BTW this thing pretty much began in the modern era with the Dulles Brothers (Nazi 
Lovers) and the once considered laughable John Birch Society whose dogma then is 
now that of the modern Republican Party. 
My next post will provide a “hi-light reel” of that arc in our history that we 
apparently just fail to see. 

Sloan Bashinsky 

Sadly, you are correct. Alas, the Democrats have done and continue 

to do plenty to end the Republic, too. About all of which a buddy 

of mine and I also have tried our darnedest to try to wake up the 

dead, But then, I think in Gospels, Jesus told someone who wanted 

to attend a funeral, instead of following him (Jesus), "Let the dead 

bury the dead." But then, if we don't keep shooting off our mouths, 

blowing our wannabe trumpets, how will God view that? I think it 

was Dietrich Bonhoeffer, who said, "Silence in the face of Evil 

itself is Evil. God will not hold us guiltless." Maybe ETs will say 

enough is enough! And invade to save the planet from 

Earthlings ®©. 

OP Flawriduh Cracker 


Sloan, we need clear leadership that is willing to call Republicans 
Fascists and to rally the 50% of Democrats in my state that do not 
vote. If they did this state would no longer be in the grip of 
Republicans. 
Instead, they seem to believe that denial of what the Republican 
agenda is or that it is bluster is the only defense. 
When we are reduced to waiting for miracles to intercede, then we 
are in real trouble. 
Thanks for your comments as always 
Sloan Bashinsky 
I have been less kind to the Republican side. I have likened them to 
Nazis. Look at any Trump rally. Seas of white faces. In the law is 
the doctrine, res ipsa loquitur, Latin for, the thing speaks for itself. 
Res ipsa is evidentiary, admissible as evidence, determinative 
proof. 
The American right ignore what Ivana revealed about Donald. 
When they were married, he kept a book of Hitler's speeches in a 
cabinet on his side of their bed, and sometimes at night he pulled 
out that book and read it. It boggles my mind that any woman, or 
black, or brown, or yellow, or red American, votes for Trump. 
The Democrats, of whom I am not either, remind me of the famous 
in some circles Fukawi tribe, who are always getting lost and 
gathering in a circle and sitting down and chanting, "Where in the 
fuck are we? Where in the fuck are we?" 
If half the Democrats in Florida do not vote, perhaps only God and 
ETs are all that's left to hope for? 

As if someone elsewhere was reading over my shoulder: 


Yahoo Finance 

White House demands Pence apologize for 'homophobic joke' aimed at 
Buttigieg 

LIBBY CATHEY 

Mon, March 13, 2023 

The White House on Monday asked former Vice President Mike Pence to apologize 
for what it called a "homophobic joke" he made over the weekend geared 

at Transportation Secretary Pete Buttigieg. 


"The former vice president's homophobic joke about Secretary Buttigieg was 
offensive and inappropriate, all the more so because he treated women suffering from 
postpartum depression as a punchline," White House press secretary Karine-Jean 
Pierre said in a statement. "He should apologize to women and LGBTQ people, who 
are entitled to be treated with dignity and respect." 


Pence, headlining at the annual Gridiron Club dinner in Washington for journalists 
and politicians, mocked Buttigieg for taking parental leave after the birth of his 
adopted twins while he said Americans faced issues with air travel. 


"He took two months 'maternity' leave whereupon thousands of travelers were 
stranded in airports, the air traffic system shut down, and airplanes nearly collided on 


our runways. Pete is the only person in human history to have a child and everyone 
else gets postpartum depression," Pence said, according to reporters present. 


Notably, Buttigieg's twins were born prematurely, developed Respiratory Syncytial 
Virus Infection (RSV) and one was hospitalized and put on a ventilator, a point his 
husband, Chasten, called out in a tweet directed at the rumored 2024 presidential 
hopeful. 


"An honest question for you, @Mike Pence, after your attempted joke this weekend. 
If your grandchild was born prematurely and placed on a ventilator at two months old 
- their tiny fingers wrapped around yours as the monitors beep in the background - 
where would you be?" he said. 
Donna 
Pence is as bad as Trump. If he thinks he is funny he isn't. He is 
another republican disgrace. Don't Run Pence. You won't get 
votes because the Trump lovers are going to hold it against you that 
you wouldn't throw the election. Only smart thing you have done 
in years. 
Sloan Bashinsky 
Pence impressed me on Jan 6, by standing firm, and later, by 
saying Trump put him and his family at risk. Pence then waffled, 
didn't seem interested in Trump being prosecuted for trying to 
overthrow the national government. If Pence is so "pro-life", why 
isn't he frothing at the mouth ongoing for Trump being 
prosecuted? 
What this Independent cannot accept is the 2 months leave Pete 
took from a cabinet position. I think he should resign. I think he 
has cost the Democrats votes in 2024. 
My personal history is, I fathered three children by the same 
woman. She was wasted after each birth. I got up in the middle of 
the night to bring her our new baby to nurse. I changed the baby's 
diapers and washed them out in the toilet, and went back to bed 
and to sleep. 
After our first child died at 7 weeks of sudden infant death 
syndrome, we were devastated. I could barely move. I was in law 
school. I took one day off from classes and then returned to class. It 
was horrible. Yet, I had to keep moving. 
So, I can sympathize with Pete and his spouse in that way. And in 
another way. I have a granddaughter who felt like she was male 
and had surgery to become male. I view religious freaks like Pence 
as terrorists. 
sloanbashinsky@yahoo.com 


Wednesday, March 15, 2023 


spirituality, sex, kundalini, gurus, Jesus and Mary Magdalene, and beyond 


For quite a while now, I've wondered how Christendom still reads the stories about Jesus and 
Magadalene in the Gospels, yet does does not see they were a couple in every way. I mean, if she 
publicly kissed his bare dirty feet and washed them with. her own tears and hair, and then anointed 
them with precious ointment she scarce could afford what did she wash and anoint him with when they 
were in private? 


And, of the three women who saw Jesus at the tomb after his near-death experience, who'd he tell to go 
to the men disciples in hiding and tell them she had seen him and he had sent her to tell them he would 
be with shortly? It was not his mother or the other woman there. It was Magdalene he sent. Jesus never 
did anything by happenstance. He wanted the cowardly male disciples to know who was the most 
important to him. His wife. 


I knew that before I read HOLY BLOOD, HOLY GRAIL, which should be required reading for every 
teenage and adult Christian. 


Meanwhile, in an online spirituality group where I don't think I've seen anyone close to being a 
Christian, this question was posted. (I'm Puzzleheaded) 


Ambz 
Does anyone else start to feel aroused and sexual when embracing spirituality or is it 
just me and I am odd?? 


Doesn't happen every time or with everyone but I definitely have noticed when talking 
aboit spirituality and getting deep into it I can have weird thoughts for the other person if I 
am feeling very connected such as a fleeting thought of hugging or kissing them and yes the 
odd time ( down below can get frisky)... 


I am 28f for the record and I do not know if this is normal but it's happened for as long as I 
can remember and especially if I am feeling love or warmth from feeling connected with 
someone... 

I feel weird about it and I don't think this would be common!? 


Plum 

A lot of people sexualize themselves and others when they 
experience spiritual energy. It is normal and should be taught 
openly as an experience on the path. A lot of spiritual teachers are 
trained on how to deal with students who approach or manipulate 
them sexually. And obviously a lot of leaders and teachers also 
know this and either fall for their own influence, or apply it on 


purpose. 


This is also why world leaders, and CEO's are at the top of the 
sexual hierarchy. It is normal though. And needs to talked about 
openly to clear everyone's conscience and purify the mind and 
body of distractions. If you are sexually aroused, ask yourself what 
it is that you want to create, or become. These 'feelings' enter the 
body and move the lower energies for material creation, which 
includes sexual union. Mastrubation helps, and I am a big fan. But 
honestly there is something deeper going on. And pursuing that is 
part of the inspired way of life. 


Puzzleheaded 

Well, said, Plum, except I'm not sure the lower 
chakras are any less nor more important than the 
upper chakras, which all together, in or out of 
harmony, make up a much greater whole. 


Puzzleheaded 

I'm 80, and probably am past the sexual arousal stage, but I went 
through it in many heterosexual ways and variations. I made my 
share of bad decisions with being intimate with women, and I made 
some good decisions, as well. 


My question to you, Ambz, is, you didn't feel sexual arousal before 
you embraced "spirituality"?. 


My suggestion to you is, whenever you feel sexual energy with 
someone else, it doesn't necessarily have anything to do with 
"spirituality". It very well could be "projection", seeking missing 
parts of oneself, what mental health workers call "transference." 
So, take it slow, see if it keeps showing up between you and 
another person. And if you and/or the other person already are 
involved in another intimate relationship, then perhaps best you 
don't have sex, unless you want to complicate your life in ways you 
perhaps cannot possibly yet imagine :-). 


Some people say sexual urges are caused by the kundalini rising, 
which certainly can happen. The India yogi Muktananda wrote 
about that in his autobiography, and of his shock that he had lost 
control of his penis after his guru had given him shakitapat. 


I knew a woman, who, with her husband, were Muktananda's 
students dating back to his ashram in India. She said she left 
Muktananda, because he was having sex with his female students. 
Her husband did not leave Muktananda, and that's why she left her 
husband, or vice versa. I knew other students of Muktananda in 
Boulder, who seemed to be having a really hard time living without 
him, after he had given then "shaktipat", which is said to cause the 
kundalini to start rising. 


Renown American educator Joseph Chilton Pearce became a 
student of Muktananda, and wrote what seemed to me very good 
stuff about the kundalini being innate in every person, and, in tribal 
times, the Kundalini rose naturally in rites of passage stages, as a 
child grew up, culminating around age 22. But in "civilized" 
society, the kundalini was blocked in children by "modern" 
childrearing, education and religious practices. Pearce said giving 
shakitapat was a way to try to set that right, but to help children 
avoid all of that, they needed to be raised very differently. Pearce 
did not write in what I read by him, anything about Muktananda 
having sex with his students. 


The best thing I saw written by a well known yogi, is Yogananda's 
Autobiography of a Yogi, about him and his yogi master. Both men 
seemed to me to be on a very good path. 


I've heard first-hand accounts and have read many more accounts 
of "gurus" having sex in their "ashrams" with their students, in the 
name of "spiritual growth". 


For example, the somewhat famous guru G.I. Gurdjieff was 
reported to have impregnated quite a few of his women students. 


An excellent book on leaving a guru is David Kherdian's ON A 
SPACESHIP WITH BEELZEBUB: BY A GRANDSON OF 
GURDJIEFF. (BEELZEBUB'S TALES TO HIS GRANDSON, was 
one of Gurdjieff's books.) A professional writer, Kherdian tells of 
being in two different Gurdjieff groups, and the ordeals he endured 
when he left each group. He did not write about the leaders of 
those groups having sex with their students. Nor did he write a bout 
Gurdjieff doing that. I recommended that book to quite a few 
people, who were trying to leave a guru. 


The rinpoche of the very large Tibetan Buddhist community in 
Boulder, Colorado, was reported to have had sex ongoing with his 
male and female followers. He also was reported to have died of 
from liver failure caused by alcoholism. It was reported that his 
hand-picked American student successor continued the sex with 
students of both sexes practice, and he contracted HIV and did not 


tell anyone, and a number of his students became infected, and 
that's what caused the public light to shine on all of the above, and 
that Tibetan community split in half over it. One half said it was 
nobody else's business, it was part of their spiritual path and karma. 
The other half rejected that. One half left Boulder. Finally, the 
Tibetan hierarchy stepped in and appointed a young Tibetan lama 
to take over, and he seemed okay to me. I lived in Boulder during 
all of that.It's very difficult to leave a guru, whether or not sex is 
involved. 


I never had a human guru. What grabbed and went to work on me 
was not of this world. it turned me upside down and inside out and 
every which a way but loose, and stood me before many mirrors 
looking at me. It arranged all manner of things for me to 
experience, which I would not have chosen. It's still at it. 


Wednesday, March 15, 2023 


Why I write poetry, or why poetry writes itself? 


re 


This below was posted at an online group I found in early 2023. 


Poetic Outlaws 


Why I Write Poetry 
By: Julia Vinograd 


Because I can't trust God 


to look after the world and my friends. 

Worship sure, wandering forests of legend 

braiding flowers from the Tree of Life in my hair 
while God's beard storms overhead. 

But not trust. People die. Everyone dies. 

It may be God's will but it's my won't. 

Sea turtles live a thousand years. 

My words can't become flesh. 

My words can't heal an open wound. 

But I am a poet and I know we need more time 

to make our own huge splendid mistakes, 

mistakes we deserve, not just the small clinical mistakes 
built into out bodies. 

We could have many-colored rings spinning around our minds 
like the rings of Saturn. 

We could map constellations around a lover's face 
and every child could be the Messiah 

because the world always needs saving. 

God, it is a very beautiful world, 

but no thank you, it is not enough. 

No thank you for the sunrise when our eyes go blind. 
A blank page is a place to list the creation 

we weren't given. A shopping list of eternity 

where we're never too sick to swallow fresh blueberries 
and where the dance never ends. 

A blank page is a paper bird to fold up and fly. 

I can't change anything but I am a poet 

and if I can't trust God I must speak 

for the world and my friends. 

Want more. Want so much more. 

Test each day and night for ripeness 

like a melon at the market. 

You're crucified on the hands of a clock, 

pull out those nails. 

I'm throwing you a rope of words. 

Hold on. 


Julia Vinograd was a revolutionary street poet who threw bubbles instead of bricks. Her 
poetry was profound and she had a keen eye on what was happening in the world. She felt 
the suffering of the human race deeply and beautifully captured it in her poetry. 

A feature documentary is being made right now about this important street poet titled: ‘Julia 
Vinograd: Between Spirit and Stone'. Check out her incredible story and sign up for the 
newsletter. Any support to help complete the first cut of the film would be greatly 
appreciated. 

To read a few interviews with the great filmmaker, Ken Paul Rosenthal, check these out 

— Reaching The Head Through The Heart in Between Spirit and Stone and A Closer Look: 
On Making Julia Vinograd: Between Spirit and Stone 

Appreciate you all keeping OUTLAW POETRY alive and thriving! 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Beautiful. 

I lived off and on the street maybe 6 years. Poetry started erupting out of me in the early 
1990s, before I was homeless. A 4-year dark night of the soul came, and a great deal of 
luminous and other poetry with it. I knew God existed, whereas before, I had only believed. 
A black night came, and there was nothing brewing in me but plotting every day how to kill 
myself, for 16 months. I was resurrected from that dead zone by something clearly not of 
this world. The first stint at being homeless came and lasted a few years, as more poetry 
came, some of which I could not assign to my own creation. I was not homeless and more 
poetry came. I was homeless again, and very little poetry came. Very little poetry came 
since then. Since late 2017, I'm not homeless. I'm 80. When I wrote poetry, it was because it 
just came out of me. I did not sit down to try to make a poem. The poem sat me down to 
show me something about me, about life, and about much more. I came to view all of life 
as poetry. 


Sheila 

OMG! Your reply, which in fact is itself a poem, literally made me 
gasp ..an adjective for which I'm struggling to find... it was 
positively powerful. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

There's nothing like seemingly endless grindings into dust and 
oblivion to season a soul and however it expresses on this small 
backwater planet in an unfathomable universe, which I seriously 
doubt just up and came into being without a little nudge from ... 
something ... 


This poem leaped out of me shortly before I was diagnosed with life-threatening 
MRSA flesh-eating bacteria, when I was homeless in Key West, 2003. 


IAM A MAN 
I am aman. 


I said, 
I am a man! 


What means it, 
being a man? 


A man is a warrior: 

he lives by a code of honor, 

his word is reliable, 

his actions confirm his words, 

his commitment is holiness, 

his enemies are welcome at his hearth, 


he fears but moves forward, 

he cries and gets up again, 

he hates but forgives, 

he loves and let’s go, 

he doubts but trusts God, 

he’s a good friend, 

he seeks resolutions, 

he demands nothing, 

he risks everything, 

he regrets his mistakes, 

he seeks to make amends, 

he puts others’ welfare first, 

he accepts apologies truly made, 
he expects nothing back, 

he lives ready to die, 

he laughs when he “should” scream, 
he screams when he “should” laugh, 
he sings just because, 

he shrugs off insults, 

he learns from misfortune, 

he cusses God for making him, 
he wishes he was done, 

he loves children and animals, 
he relishes a woman’s scent, 

he smiles when he’s content, 
he knows God’s his master, 

he walks in rainbows, 

his garden is the world, 

his way is nature, 

he loves fishing, 

his wife is his soul, 

his food is life, 

his pay is whatever he receives. 
Yep, he’s crazy. 


Sunday, March 19, 2023 


The truth might set you free, if you aren't so brainwashed that you have become an artificial 
intelligence 


The other day, I accepted a Facebook friend request from someone, because his FB bio showed he and I 
had attended the same high school and college: The McCallie School, in Chattanooga, Tennessee; and 
Vanderbilt University, in Nashville. 


This from him, then showed up in my FB timeline: 


Joseph P. Walker II 

March 8 

First off, we all need to be thankful that our country has a citizen like Tucker Carlson 
that is ferreting out the lies that seem to spring daily from DC and their chorus of 
sycophant nattering Media. Unless one is deaf, dumb and blind or irrationally 
partisan, the released January 6th tapes reveal that our Democratic Party as well 
useful Republican toadies have lied often and loudly about the January 6th 
Insurrection. Let me be specific, there never was an insurrection. For 26 months we 
have been fed this political hog wash for the expressed purpose delegitimizing the 
Presidency of Donald Trump and to take whatever steps necessary to prevent him 
from future office; while at the same time jailing many so called insurrectionists with 
out trial. Now is the time that we recognize that our free press in so many ways has 
become a propaganda tool of one political viewpoint while at the same time our 
Constitutional right to a fast and fair trial has been denied too long within our judicial 
system. And sadly after viewing these tapes, our court system may have convicted 
fellow citizens even though the tapes themselves reveal exculpatory facts that would 
have thrown some cases out of court or mitigated harsh sentences. I am personally 
disgusted with this trampling of our rights, and I hope you are too. We can and must 
rectify this miscarriage of truth promptly. 


Gay 
Well said! 


Patty 
Excellent !!!! Such insane times,,, little integrity..... 


Chris 
Well said Joe! 


Kay 
Thank you Joe for laying this out! 


Isabel 
Nailed it! 


Sloan Bashinsky 

This Independent asks where were you MAGA folks when Mitch McConnell and 
Mike Pence and the Capitol Police blasted Donald Trump right after this peaceful 
demonstration below, which Ivanka and Jared had tried to get Trump to deal with a 
lot quicker than he finally did? Have you folks been paying attention to what 
Tucker's boss Rupert Murdock is saying about FOX news reporting of Jan 6 and the 
stolen election claims? 


Cindy 
Omg what drugs are you on that you would actually believe all that hogwash you are 
preaching? It appears you were paid by ol mafia Don Trump himself and speaking of 
trampling on rights, how about the trampling of the rights and the personage of 100 
police officers. Did you fiot see the live footage? 

Joseph P. Walker III 

Cindy | after reading your FB blurb, I think you are not a real 

person ; just a mish mash of information that is beneath the 

experience of someone supposedly born in 1947. What ever you 


say you are has used any inferior AI creation. If you wish to draw 
rhetorical swords with me come out of the shadows or bugger off. 


Cindy 

Joseph P. Walker III lol. I'm not real? Ask my admirers . Have you 
seen my picture? 

The birthdate is to ward off the crazies. Looks like it didn't work 


Joseph P. Walker III 

Cindy Getting back to the original topic Jan 6th 114 Officer's 
injured ( acknowledged as bad by Tucker Carlson) but no officers 
were killed. In fact any officers who died well after Jan 6th were 
suicides and no one except God really knows the reason. General 
Garland repeated the same lies about Jan 6th. After Fox had 
viewing of videos Monday night. You are certainly welcome to 
continue believing what isn't true like, insisting the World is flat 
when in fact it isn't. But your poltical bubble has been irrevocably 


popped. 


Cindy 

Joseph P. Walker III OMG lol. So you believe those suicides were 
not instigated by the actions of those red necked, gullible 
insurrectionists. 


Joseph P. Walker III 
Non potes figere stultus!!! 
GTH!! 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Cindy You might as well try persuading a snake that it isn't a snake. 
I have no fondness for the Democrats, nor for the Republicans. 
Two cults, or, if you will, religions, which cherrypick facts and 
reality to suit their lemming-ness. No, I'm not a Libertarian. I'm a 
human. 


Cindy 

Sloan Bashinsky talk about drugs! What the hell are you talking 
about? I have no idea what you are responding to. Just another 
erratic, nonsensible, blind trumper 

I suppose. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Cindy Gosh, I don’t see how even a blind Trumper could in 10,000 
years think I’m a Trumper, whose lemmings have elevated him 
above Jesus and God. Please reread my comments here. 

I can’t imagine why Jospeh Walker sent me a friend request, 
yesterday, I think. I suppose he didn’t check out what I post at my 
FB page. 


Cindy 
Sloan Bashinsky who is Joseph Walker? 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Cindy The fellow who launched this inane Tucker propaganda, 
with whom you have been fencing :-) 

Looks to me that he, Tucker Carson and their ilk are Als, robots, 
lemmings. The same can be said of most lefties. The facts, the 
truth, don't pick sides, but are what they are. 


Cindy Woodall 
Sloan Bashinsky Why can't Trump's cult accept this.truth? 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Cindy Woodall Looks to me they can't see anything they don't want to see, which I imagine 
pleases the Devil. The left is like that, too. They have made their politics their religions, and 
they have to be loyal. 


Cindy Woodall 
Sloan Bashinsky I definitely see Trump as being the closest thing to an anti-christ that the 
world has ever seen, and I'll bet he'll skate by his present troubles. Satan protects his 
disciples 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Cindy Woodall I hope not 


Cindy Woodall 
Sloan Bashinsky hope not what? Which statement? 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Cindy Woodall he doesn’t skate 


Cindy Woodall 
Sloan Bashinsky pray he finally receives what he deserves! 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Cindy Woodall I don’t pray that way, because I think it’s God’s call. 


Joseph P. Walker II 

Sloan Bashinsky I didn't friend you because of supposedly shared 
political views but because I thought you are interesting and I 
haven't been dismayed from that view. I will say this we all Left, 
Right Center and Independent have been abused by our political 
leadership for a long time on a lot of fronts and it's time for the 
average American to wake up from it's Rip Van Winkle sleep and 
realize that the People created this government and not the other 
way round. As for Tucker Carlson, I found all of his interviews 
have been provocative and interesting and importantly He seems to 
pick interviewees from differing occupations,and political 


viewpoints but gives them much more free rein to express 
themselves than the typical three minutes sound bite his 
competition allows. As for my views I am unabashedly Rightist so 
long as I and others are allowed the right to speak freely about the 
judgement and mistakes of our political leadership.I find that 
media people in the vein of Tucker Carlson know how to skewer 
fools that had the American public not been asleep in 2020 would 
never have voted for in the first place. Hopefully the American 
voter won't fall for the gibberish mouthing of our current POTUS 
in 2024. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Joseph P. Walker III, after the Jan 6 insurrection, didn't Tucker 
Carlson give free reign to people on his show, who were hollering 
the election had been stolen, and privately Tucker was saying those 
people were making shit up? Hasn't Rupert Murdock, Tucker's 
boss, been saying the same thing, lately? Tucker reminds me of a 
very young man still trying to prove himself, and he will go to 
great lengths to try to do it. 
The problem with being unabashedly right, is the same problem as 
being unabashedly left. You can't be objective, clinical, about what 
you have made into your religion. 
As far as your tolerance for people who don't agree with you, you 
wrote this to a woman you don't even know, who called you out on 
your Tucker Carson post: 

Joseph P. Walker III 

Cindy Woodall after reading your FB blurb , I 

think you are not a real person ; just a mish mash 

of information that is beneath the experience of 

someone supposedly born in 1947. What ever 

you say you are has used any inferior AI 

creation. If you wish to draw rhetorical swords 

with me come out of the shadows or bugger off. 


Looks to me the Republican, MAGA and Democrat religions 
consist of programmed Als, robots, clones. 


When I attended The McCallie School, it was run by hard-core Presbyterians: one of 
the founders and his two sons. We were required to attend chapel service every week 
day morning before class and every evening before dinner, and every Sunday 
evening. We had to attend a church service in Chattanooga on Sunday morning. We 
got Saturday off. We had to wear pretend military attire and march every week day 
carrying empty M1 carbines, which we had learned to field strip and reassemble. 


Old Testament and New Testament were required courses. The founder taught the New Testament 
Course. He said he believed the Soviet Union leader, Nikita Kruschev, was the Anti-Christ, and we 
might be called to pick pup our M1 Carbine's, for which we had no ammunition, to defend America. He 
said he believed he was one of The Elect. He said that he and his wife of 60 years had sex three times. 


Twice to have children, and once for pleasure, and he had regretted the third time ever since. His poor 
wife. 


Vanderbilt was a liberal arts university with an excellent engineering department and medical school, 

a divinity school, a lousy football team and a good basketball team. I mostly majored in my fraternity, 
socializing, drinking beer, intramural sports and meeting and falling in love with my first wife. I had no 
fucking clue what lay ahead. Had I known, I might have drank a whole lot more beer. 


Instead, I enrolled in the University of Alabama School of Law, in Tuscaloosa, where I would watch 
some very good Crimson Tide football teams led by Coach Paul "Bear" Bryant, whose Sunday 
afternoon TV replay show was sponsored by Coca Cola and my father's Golden Flake Potato Chip 
Company. "Great pair, says the Bear." 


Little did I know what lay ahead. Had I known, I would have drunk a lot more beer and smoked a lot of 
marijuana. 


Wednesday, March 22, 2023 


Hey January 6 insurrection defenders - You can't spin photographs and you can't fix stupid! 
s - 


the quiet before the storm 


Sometimes when I get myself involved in something, or something gets me involved, I become aware 
that what is really going on is the "transaction" is a probe, and the point is to see what come back in 


response to the probe. The spirit world, or if you wish, angels, watch such things, even if human beings 
don't. What the angels do with what they see is above my pay grade. My job even now, although 
perhaps not as much as in past times, is to engage what comes my way, in ways angels trained me, and 
then try to get out of the way. 


The other day, I accepted a Facebook friend request from a fellow, because his FB bio showed he and I 
had attended the same high school and college: The McCallie School, in Chattanooga, Tennessee; and 
Vanderbilt University, in Nashville. He then posted something on Facebook defending Tucker Carlson, 
and I couldn't resist. You can read all about that in the next previous post at this blog: 


The truth might set you free, if you aren't so brainwashed that you have become an artificial 
intelligence 
He then posted: 


Joseph P. Walker II 

Sloan Bashinsky I didn't friend you because of supposedly shared 
political views but because I thought you are interesting and I 
haven't been dismayed from that view. I will say this we all Left, 
Right Center and Independent have been abused by our political 
leadership for a long time on a lot of fronts and it's time for the 
average American to wake up from it's Rip Van Winkle sleep and 
realize that the People created this government and not the other 
way round. As for Tucker Carlson, I found all of his interviews 
have been provocative and interesting and importantly He seems to 
pick interviewees from differing occupations, and political 
viewpoints but gives them much more free rein to express 
themselves than the typical three minutes sound bite his 
competition allows. As for my views I am unabashedly Rightist so 
long as I and others are allowed the right to speak freely about the 
judgement and mistakes of our political leadership.I find that 
media people in the vein of Tucker Carlson know how to skewer 
fools that had the American public not been asleep in 2020 would 
never have voted for in the first place. Hopefully the American 
voter won't fall for the gibberish mouthing of our current POTUS 
in 2024. 


Doug Tamplin (who also attended McCallie) 
Hey, Sloan! 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Doug Tamplin Holy cow, Doug. You still around? Good hearing 
from you! 


Doug Tamplin 
Sloan Bashinsky, good to know you are still breathing... keep up 
the good work! 


Sloan Bashinsky 


Joseph P. Walker III, after the Jan 6 insurrection, didn't Tucker 
Carlson give free reign to people on his show, who were hollering 
the election had been stolen, and privately Tucker was saying those 
people were making shit up? Hasn't Rupert Murdock, Tucker's 
boss, been saying the dame thing, lately? T/ucker reminds me of a 
very young man still trying to prove himself, and he will go to 
great lengths to try to do it. 

The problem with being unabashedly right, is the same problem as 
being unabashedly left. You can't be objective, clinical, about what 
you have made into your religion. 

As far as your tolerance for people who don't agree with you, you 
wrote this to a woman you don't even know, who called you out on 
your Tucker Carson post: 


Joseph P. Walker III 

Cindy Woodall after reading your FB blurb , I 
think you are not a real person ; just a mish mash 
of information that is beneath the experience of 
someone supposedly born in 1947. What ever 
you say you are has used any inferior AI 
creation. If you wish to draw rhetorical swords 
with me come out of the shadows or bugger off. 


Looks to me the Republican, MAGA and Democrat religions 
consist of programmed Als, robots, clones. 


Joseph P. Walker II 

Sloan Bashinsky the Lady used an FB page that denied her picture. 
She didn't really deserve the air to even write her comment If some 
ones yell and screams that I'm an insurrectionist which I'm not she 
should take the same medicine that one gives a heckler in the 
crowd! 

Actually my main comment to her was Latin: non potes figere 
stultitiam! 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Joseph P. Walker III I think your words to her are your true self, 
and Republicans who didn’t call for Trump and the people who 
stormed the Capitol to be criminally prosecuted, are accomplices. 
You are correct about non potes figere stultitiam, you can't fix 
stupid, but I think it's not Cindy to whom that applies. Here's what 
she actually wrote, and your reply. 


Cindy Woodall 

Omg what drugs are you on that you would 
actually believe all that hogwash you are 
preaching? It appears you were paid by ol mafia 
Don Trump himself and speaking of trampling on 
rights, how about the trampling of the rights and 


the persofiage of 100 police officers. Did you fot 
see the live footage? 


Joseph P. Walker III 

Cindy | after reading your FB blurb, I think you 
are not a real person; just a mish mash of 
information that is beneath the experience of 
someone supposedly born in 1947. What ever 
you say you are has used any inferior AI 
creation. If you wish to draw rhetorical swords 
with me come out of the shadows or bugger off. 


Joseph P. Walker 
Sloan read carefully her screed to me again. Intemperate comments that I am on drugs or 
that I was paid off by Trump etc. do not warrant an apology. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Joseph P. Walker III your Tucker Carlson screed jolted her, but not me. I’ve had many 
conversations with rightists about Jan 6. 


Joseph P. Walker III 

Sloan Bashinsky I think there was another truth about the election 
and the so called insurrection which is in the process of being 
reviewed. There are too many witnesses because of the tapes that 
were given to Tucker on January 6 to continue to trot out the theory 
it was an insurrection. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Joseph P. Walker III the photos and film clips, res ipsa loquitur, 
speak for themselves in any human court, and in God’s Court. 


Joseph P. Walker III 

Sloan Bashinsky since you are suggesting negligence in your 
quote. Perhaps the true negligence occurred when the House 
Majority Leader refused addition national guards at the Capitol. I 
never said then nor now that there weren't illegalities done by 
people on that day. I just don't believe it was an insurrection. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

What negligence? Trucker Carlson knew exactly what he was 
doing. You are saying the people in charge of the national Guard 
were negligent in not having lots of armed guardsmen there, to 
prevent what you believe was not an insurrection, but if was, it was 
their fault? Your belief is TRUMPED by 


Joseph P. Walker II 

Sure if you know in advance that the crowd might become unruly 
and you are the owner of a property that has insufficient crowd 
control or exits say in a movie theater, large nightclub, outdoor 
rock concert etc. You can be sued because some of the people there 
are not responsible for the unruly crowd but get trampled. From 
what have learned the Capitol Police themselves did not feel they 
had sufficient resources to control the crowd Also you seem to 
elide the truth that perhaps there were agent provocateurs like Ray 
Epps who was egging people to breach the Capitol. And you totally 
ignore the goofy guy in the buffalo horned hat who is being led 
quietly around the offices there, yet he gets a 4 year prison 
sentence and his lawyer was never given a copy of the tape even 
though it's exculpatory evidence. And you don't mention the 
number of people still in jail who have never been charged with 
any crime. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Joseph P. Walker III your arguments would get Fs in any real law 
school. The provoker was Donald J Trump. And you are one 
example of his Pravda. 


Joseph P. Walker II 

Sloan Bashinsky I don't agree with you and there are lawyers who 
also might disagree as it pertains to the whole issue of crowd 
management at the Capitol. That day. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Joseph P. Walker III people once believed the earth was flat, too 


Doug Tamplin 
Joseph P. Walker III, you are BOTH my friends from way back... 
just agree to disagree and stay friends with each other. 


Joseph P. Walker III 
Agreed 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Doug Tamplin Sorry, can't agree to disagree with someone who 
says this wasn't an insurrection and people who had nothing to do 
with it happening were responsible for not preventing it. 


Doug Tamplin 
Sloan Bashinsky, I have a lot of friends who don’t agree with 
everything I think! 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Do you tell them that photo isn’t of an insurrection, and people 
who had nothing to do with it were responsible for not preventing 
it? 

Do you let friends get away wth this sort of thing? If so, are you 
really their friend? 


Joseph P. Walker III 

Cindy Woodall after reading your FB blurb, I 
think you are not a real person; just a mish mash 
of information that is beneath the experience of 
someone supposedly born in 1947. What ever 
you say you are has used any inferior AI 
creation. If you wish to draw rhetorical swords 
with me come out of the shadows or bugger off. 


Doug Tamplin 

Sloan Bashinsky, communication consists of sending and 
receiving...some people just don’t have a receiver...I try to love 
them anyway. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Doug Tamplin I understand, and Joseph looks to me like his 
receiver needs repair, and perhaps then he might see things 
differently. He's not my friend. Just someone who sent me a friend 
request and I accepted it because we both attended McCallie and 
Vanderbilt. What he said to Cindy Woodall revealed the real him. 
Crass, cruel, haughty. Trump treats people like that, who call him 
out. 


Doug Tamplin 

Sloan Bashinsky, our Constitution was blatantly ignored, and, 
apparently, a whole lot of people don’t seem to care. I pray that the 
middle of the bell curve of our citizens has more respect for what 
so many of our forefathers gave their lives to establish. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Doug Tamplin According to Trump and his legions and most 
Repblicans I know and see talking online and in the news, the 
Constitution was blatantly ignored by the people who counted the 
2020 votes, the voting machines, and Mike Pence, So, please 
clarify who you mean by a whole lot of people? Thanks. 


Doug Tamplin 
Sloan Bashinsky, both extremes (conservative and liberal) have played a part in what I feel 
is an inevitable train wreck...I pray that we can get back to trying to be kinder and gentler. 


Sloan Bashinsky. 

The Dems had something to do with Jan 6? Here's an NPR photo slide show of what caused 
the insurrection against and inside the Capitol on that day. A picture's worth a thousand 
words. This slide show is a lot of such 

pictures. https://www.npr.org/sections/pictureshow/2022/01/06/1070610129/photos-one- 
year-later-a-look-back-on-the-jan-6-insurrection 


| NPR.ORG 


| Photos: A look back at the Jan. 6 insurrection 


After Doug Tamplin joined the discussion, Joseph P Walker III private messaged me, 
and we had further discussion his FB friends could not see. 


Joseph 

Here is an example of what I'm talking about 
https://www.arnolditkin.com/blog/concert-injuries/crowd-injuries- 
are-the-fault-of-event-organizers/ 

Crowd Injuries Are the Fault of Event Organizers, Not Fans 

As a fan, you’re not responsible for crowd safety. Event organizers 
are. 


Sloan 
Trump caused Jan 6, and you are one of his ardent defenders 


Joseph 


Yup but I'm open to younger candidates in 2024. The people who 
don't like him harp on his rhetoric. But rhetoric doesn't and 
shouldn't make policy. I think I liked America where blacks got 
more of the economic pie, filling my gas tank still allowed enough 
in my pocket to take a road trip and we were building a wall along 
the Mexican border. Now we're sucking wind under President 
Biden a totally crass, crooked and economic nincompoop. 


Sloan 

I was amused when you took our dialogue to private chat. Hard to 
find a more crass and crooked than Trump. What does that tell me 
about his ardent defender, you? As for your white guy concern for 
black people economics, look at photos of Trump rallies and Jan 6 
assault on Capitol, which Trump alone incited, and tell me how 
many black people you see. Res ipsa loquitur 


Joseph 

Yup decided to pull over to the side of the road. Now that we know 
each other's political boundaries I still detect you don't like what is 
going on in both parties. Like Evelyn said earlier, she voted for the 
lesser of two evils. Which I think we both try to do. Unfortunately 
America isn't thriving from either one. Possibly voting for 
Convention of States amendment to make all elective offices be 
determinant in length. Maybe a one term of six years for President 
like that of the Confederacy might help. But I think giving the 
individual states a free rein on deciding elementary and secondary 
curriculums might improve things. But whatever comes what we 
have now isn't working effectively 


Sloan 

I responded to your Tucker Carlson rant, which I viewed as nuts in 
the clinical sense. Your response to the Woodall woman was in the 
ilk of how Donald Trump responds to anyone who doesn't argee 
with him. Trump wants to be president for life, he made that clear 
shortly after he was elected in 2016. I see no way, someone who 
thinks and speaks publicly the way you do, can be good for 
America, which indeed is all fucked up, and Trump made America 
more fucked up than it ever had been, and he will fuck it up even 
more, if he gets back into the White House. I tell Republicans to 
quit whining about Democrats, and get their own house in order, 
like their alleged savior Jesus in the Gospels told them to do. I tell 
whining Democrats to quit whining about the Republicans and get 
their own house in order. I don't drag Jesus into it with them, 
because very few of them waive Bibles when they talk, or claim 
God is on their side. 


Joseph 
Thank you Sloan 


Sloan 
Hard for me to imagine you mean that sincerely, when you have 
not publicly apologized to Cindy Woodall in that FB thread. You 
are correct about non potes figere 

stultitiam, you can't fix stupid, but I think it's not Cindy to whom that applies. 


Joseph 
Actually If would do your research. She was an interloper on my comments. I have never 
known her and I challenged her because there was no identifying information in the FB site 
she came from. So no apology is owed, particularly the rancor she challenged me. I still 
question the whole January , 6 event that the tapes themselves cast doubt that an 
intersection took place and as I have stated before I didn't condone misbehavior and I still 
take issue that the Capitol was undermanned. I think a Capitol policeman who fired his 
pistol to kill the female was totally unjustified and Fallas within the same vein of the Dallas 
police officer,a woman who killed an unarmed accountant in Dallas last year and has been 
convicted. I think the real reason why you detest Tucker Carlson is that he in a calm relaxed 
manner has severely eviscerated the Left's charges of insurrection not just by blowing 
smoke but letting the public judge for themselves the events of January 6 th. And I'm 
asking you as a lawyer, do you not see that possible exculpatory tapes of the convicted 
Buffalo horned guy might have changed his guilty conviction had a jury been able to view 
it. Thank you 


Me 

The Bufalo horned guy was no more a shaman than you are, but he dressed nice. If he was 
wrongly convicted, I hope his conviction is thrown out. I can't say this on Facebook public, 
they killed my FB account for saying it there. I have a very good friend, Republican, who 
voted for Donald Trump. My friend is former US Army Special Forces combat veteran. He 
told me that the people who assaulted the Capitol all should have been shot dead, and he 
told me I could quote him. 

If you allow the public to see your FB posts, you authorize and invite the public to 
comment. I you don't like what the public tells you, that's on you. Same if you participate in 
someone else's discussion on FB. 


Friday, March 24, 2023 


What do ya suppose humanity would be like there were no outlaw poets? Does it even matter to 
such poets? Are they a separate species? 


Three recent posts at the Poet Outlaws Facebook page stirred me to reply in prose what I perhaps could 
have cast into verse, if I weren't so lazy? 


Poetic Outlaws 


Why I Write Poetry 
By: Julia Vinograd 


Because I can't trust God 

to look after the world and my friends. 

Worship sure, wandering forests of legend 

braiding flowers from the Tree of Life in my hair 

while God's beard storms overhead. 

But not trust. People die. Everyone dies. 

It may be God's will but it's my won't. 

Sea turtles live a thousand years. 

My words can't become flesh. 

My words can't heal an open wound. 

But I am a poet and I know we need more time 

to make our own huge splendid mistakes, 

mistakes we deserve, not just the small clinical mistakes 
built into out bodies. 

We could have many-colored rings spinning around our minds 


like the rings of Saturn. 

We could map constellations around a lover's face 

and every child could be the Messiah 

because the world always needs saving. 

God, it is a very beautiful world, 

but no thank you, it is not enough. 

No thank you for the sunrise when our eyes go blind. 

A blank page is a place to list the creation 

we weren't given. A shopping list of eternity 

where we're never too sick to swallow fresh blueberries 

and where the dance never ends. 

A blank page is a paper bird to fold up and fly. 

I can't change anything but I am a poet 

and if I can't trust God I must speak 

for the world and my friends. 

Want more. Want so much more. 

Test each day and night for ripeness 

like a melon at the market. 

You're crucified on the hands of a clock, 

pull out those nails. 

I'm throwing you a rope of words. 

Hold on. 
Julia Vinograd was a revolutionary street poet who threw bubbles 
instead of bricks. Her poetry was profound and she had a keen eye 
on what was happening in the world. She felt the suffering of the 
human race deeply and beautifully captured it in her poetry. 
A feature documentary is being made right now about this 
important street poet titled: ‘Julia Vinograd: Between Spirit and 
Stone’. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Beautiful. 

I lived off and on the street maybe 6 years. Poetry started erupting out of me in the 
early 1990s, before I was homeless. A 4-year dark night of the soul came, and a great 
deal of luminous and other poetry with it. I knew God existed, whereas before, I had 
only believed. A black night came, and there was nothing brewing in me but plotting 
every day how to kill myself, for 16 months. I was resurrected from that dead zone 
by something clearly not of this world. The first stint at being homeless came and 
lasted a few years, as more poetry came, some of which I could not assign to my own 
creation. I was not homeless and more poverty came, I was homeless again, and very 
little poetry came. V/ery little poetry came since then. Since late 2017, I'm not 
homeless. I'm 80. I when I wrote poetry, it was because it just came out of me. I did 
not sit down to try to make a poem. The poem sat me down to show me something 
about me, about life, and about much more, I came to view all of life as poetry. 


Sheila 

OMG! Your reply, which in fact is itself a poem, literally made me 
gasp ..an adjective for which I'm struggling to find... it was 
positively powerful. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

There's nothing like seemingly endless grindings into dust and 
oblivion to season a soul and however it expresses on this small 
backwater planet in an unfathomable universe, which I seriously 
doubt just up and came into being without a little nudge from ... 
something . 


Poetic Outlaws 


AS I LAY DYING 
Charles Bukowski 


The time comes to go deeper 
into self and the time comes 
when it is more innocent 
or easier to die 

like bombers over 

Santa Monica, 

and I remember 

laying there in the sand, 
myself 20 years old, 
reading Faulkner 

because the name sounded good 
and being vaguely excited 
by something 

that was not myself 

and closing the book 

and getting 

sick of the sea 

and the sky 

blue blue blue 

spots of white, 

all dizzy in the trap, 
wanting out 

but knowing 

I was nailed 

like sand-fleas 

I slapped at, 

and Mr. Faulkner 

laying on his side 
immortal and burning 
with my toes 

and everything tilting 

and not quite 

true. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
A time came in my life, I didn't know it yet, but it was time to die; it was time to 


become someone else; and so it began. It was not like anything I had read by the 
great writers, nor heard told by anyone I knew. Although there were some parallels in 
the Bible, the way it went for me seemed to either turn off or freak out the Bible 
people, and the non-Bible people. It was simply not believable, or it was the work of 
the Devil, but if it was the work of the Devil, why'd it keep standing me before 
mirrors, looking at ... me? Why'd it keep killing me, not usually softly? Why's it still 
doing it, 26 years later? I read Mr. Faulkner, he didn't get inside of me. Mr. 
Hemingway got inside of me, but then I was a fisherman, so there's that excuse. Mr. 
Vonnegut got inside of me, how could he not? Mr. Robbins got inside of me, I was 
defenseless. Yet, they were just beachhead softeners compared to the Normandy 
invasion. 


Poetic Outlaws 


THE AMERICAN WAY 
Gregory Corso 


I am a great American 

I am almost nationalistic about it! 

I love America like a madness! 

But I am afraid to return to America 

I'm even afraid to go into the American Express— 


They are frankensteining Christ in America 

in their Sunday campaigns 

They are putting the fear of Christ in America 

under their tents in their Sunday campaigns 

They are driving old ladies mad with Christ in America 
They are televising the gift of healing and the fear of hell 
in America under their tents in their Sunday 

campaigns 


They are leaving their tents and are bringing their Christ 
to the stadiums of America in their Sunday 

campaigns 

They are asking for a full house an all get out 

for their Christ in the stadiums of America 

They are getting them in their Sunday and Saturday 
campaigns 

They are asking them to come forward and fall on their 
knees 

because they are all guilty and they are coming 
forward 

in guilt and are falling on their knees weeping their 
guilt 

begging to be saved O Lord O Lord in their Monday 
Tuesday Wednesday Thursday Friday Saturday 

and Sunday campaigns 


It is a time in which no man is extremely wondrous 

It is a time in which rock stupidity 

outsteps the Sth Column as the sole enemy in America 
It is a time in which ignorance is a good Ameri-cun 
ignorance is excused only where it is so 

it is not so in America 

Man is not guilty Christ is not to be feared 

I am telling you the American Way is a hideous monster 
eating Christ making Him into Oreos and Dr. Pepper 
the sacrament of its foul mouth 

I am telling you the devil is impersonating Christ in America 
America's educators & preachers are the mental-dictators 
of false intelligence they will not allow America 

to be smart 

they will only allow death to make America smart 
Educators & communicators are the lackeys of the 
American Way 

They enslave the minds of the young 

and the young are willing slaves (but not for long) 
because who is to doubt the American Way 

is not the way? 


The duty of these educators is no different 

than the duty of a factory foreman 

Replica production make all the young think alike 
dress alike believe alike do alike 

Togetherness this is the American Way 

The few great educators in America are weak & helpless 
They abide and so uphold the American Way 

Wars have seen such men they who despised things about them 
but did nothing and they are the most dangerous 
Dangerous because their intelligence is not denied 
and so give faith to the young 

who rightfully believe in their intelligence 

Smoke this cigarette doctors smoke this cigarette 
and doctors know 

Educators know but they dare not speak their know 
The victory that is man is made sad in this fix 
Youth can only know the victory of being born 

all else is stemmed until death be the final victory 
and a merciful one at that 

If America falls it will be the blame of its educators 
preachers communicators alike 

America today is America's greatest threat 

We are old when we are young 

America is always new the world is always new 
The meaning of the world is birth not death 
Growth gone in the wrong direction 

The true direction grows ever young 


In this direction what grows grows old 

A strange mistake a strange and sad mistake 

for it has grown into an old thing 

while all else around it is new 

Rockets will not make it any younger— 

And what made America decide to grow? 

I do not know I can only hold it to the strangeness in man 
And America has grown into the American Way— 

To be young is to be ever purposeful limitless 

To grow is to know limit purposelessness 

Each age is a new age 

How outrageous it is that something old and sad 

from the pre-age incorporates each new age— 

Do I say the Declaration of Independence is old? 

Yes I say what was good for 1789 is not good for 1960 
It was right and new to say all men were created equal 
because it was a light then 

But today it is tragic to say it 

today it should be fact— 

Man has been on earth a long time 

One would think with his mania for growth 

he would, by now, have outgrown such things as 
constitutions manifestos codes commandments 

that he could well live in the world without them 

and know instinctively how to live and be 

—for what is being but the facility to love? 


Was not that the true goal of growth, love? 

Was not that Christ? 

But man is strange and grows where he will 

and chalks it all up to Fate whatever be— 
America rings with such strangeness 

It has grown into something strange and 

the American is good example of this mad growth 
The boy man big baby meat 

as though the womb were turned backwards 
giving birth to an old man 

The victory that is man does not allow man 

to top off his empirical achievement with death 
The Aztecs did it by yanking out young hearts 

at the height of their power 

The Americans are doing it by feeding their young to the 
Way 

For it was not the Spaniard who killed the Aztec 
but the Aztec who killed the Aztec 

Rome is proof Greece is proof all history is proof 
Victory does not allow degeneracy 

It will not be the Communists will kill America 
no but America itself— 


The American Way that sad mad process 

is not run by any one man or organization 

It is a monster born of itself existing of its self 

The men who are employed by this monster 

are employed unknowingly 

They reside in the higher echelons of intelligence 
They are the educators the psychiatrists the ministers 
the writers the politicians the communicators 

the rich the entertainment world 

And some follow and sing the Way because they sincerely 
believe it to be good 

And some believe it holy and become minutemen in it 
Some are in it simply to be in 

And most are in it for gold 

They do not see the Way as monster 

They see it as the "Good Life" 

What is the Way? 

The Way was born out of the American Dream a 
nightmare— 

The state of Americans today compared to the Americans 
of the 18th century proves the nightmare— 

Not Franklin not Jefferson who speaks for America today 
but strange red-necked men of industry 

and the goofs of show business 

Bizarre! Frightening! The Mickey Mouse sits on the throne 
and Hollywood has a vast supply— 

Could grammar school youth seriously look upon 

a picture of George Washington and "Herman Borst" 
the famous night club comedian together at Valley 
Forge? 

Old old and decadent gone the dignity 

the American sun seems headed for the grave 

O that youth might raise it anew 

The future depends solely on the young 

The future is the property of the young 

What the young know the future will know 

What they are and do the future will be and do 

What has been done must not be done again 

Will the American Way allow this? 

No. 

I see in every American Express 

and in every army center in Europe 

I see the same face the same sound of voice 

the same clothes the same walk 

I see mothers & fathers no 

difference among them 

Replicas 

They not only speak and walk and think alike 

they have the same face 


What did this monstrous thing? 
What regiments a people so? 


How strange is nature's play on America 

Surely were Lincoln alive today 

he could never be voted President not with his 
looks— 

Indeed Americans are babies all in the embrace 

of Mama Way 

Did not Ike, when he visited the American Embassy in 
Paris a year ago, say to the staff—"Everything is fine, just drink 
Coca Cola, and everything will be all right." 

This is true, and is on record 

Did not American advertising call for TOGETHERNESS? 
not orgiasticly like today's call 

nor as means to stem violence 

This is true, and is on record. 

Are not the army centers in Europe ghettos? 

They are, and O how sad how lost! 

The PX newsstands are filled with comic books 

The army movies are always Doris Day 

What makes a people huddle so? 

Why can't they be universal? 

Who has smelled them so? 

This is serious! I do not mock or hate this 

I can only sense some mad vast conspiracy! 
Helplessness is all it is! 

They are caught in the Way— 

And those who seek to get out of the Way 

can not 

The Beats are good example of this 

They forsake the Way's habits 

and acquire for themselves their own habits 

And they become as distinct and regimented and lost 
as the main flow 

because the Way has many outlets 

like a snake of many tentacles— 

There is no getting out of the Way 

The only way out is the death of the Way 

And what will kill the Way but a new consciousness 
Something great and new and wonderful must happen 
to free man from this beast 

It is a beast we can not see or even understand 

For it be the condition of our minds 

God how close to science fiction it all seems 

As if some power from another planet 

incorporated itself in the minds of us all 

It could well be 

For as I live I swear America does not seem like America 


to me 


Americans are a great people 

I ask for some great and wondrous event 

that will free them from the Way 

and make them a glorious purposeful people once 
again 

I do not know if that event is due deserved 

or even possible 

I can only hold that man is the victory of life 
And I hold firm to American man 


I see standing on the skin of the Way 
America to be as proud and victorious as St. 
Michael on the neck of the fallen Lucifer— 


Sloan Bashinsky 

I am an American, who actually lives, breathes and sleeps where the Devil is 
mistaken for the Christ, much to the Devil's great delight. 

When I look at photos and video coverage of the Jan 6, 2020 assault on and inside the 
national Capitol, and at photos of Trump rallies, I see oceans of white faces. In the 
law is the doctrine of res ipsa loquitur, which is Latin for, The thing speaks for itself. 
Another saying is, a picture is worth a thousand words. I am pretty sure that when 
Trump railed about the 2020 election being rigged, and then being stolen from him, 
his legions understood he meant, by American Blacks. 

I live in Alabama, where more than half of ordinary Americans genuinely think God 
is on their and Donald Trump's side and the Devil is on the Democrats' side. I used to 
live in Florida, and I am pretty sure more than half of the ordinary people in Florida 
believe the same, and about half of them prefer Ron DeSantis over Trump, and the 
other half are certain Trump made America Great Again. 

I'm an Independent, and am not all that impressed with Biden and the left, but they 
don't wave Bibles and claim God is on their side, and they don't remind me of 
Germany in the 1930s and later, nor of Russia back then, or now. 


https://www.npr.org/sections/pictureshow/2022/01/06/1070610129/photos-one-year- 
later-a-look-back-on-the-jan-6-insurrection? foclid=IwARO}- 
ZvNItZTMumFAPQeEEHMKp3pFgpC4UHeJ0-zd_ZrRQOCnCdZLFWOQsJis 


Friday, March 24, 2023 


Was my soul mission to become The Anti-Capitalist? 


= 


I reposted at my Facebook page this from the Poetic Outlaws Facebook page. 


Song for Baby-O, Unborn 

Sweetheart 

when you break thru 

you'll find 

a poet here 

not quite what one would choose. 

I won’t promise 

you'll never go hungry 

or that you won’t be sad 

on this gutted 

breaking 

globe 

but I can show you 

baby 

enough to love 

to break your heart 

forever 

Diane di Prima (August 6, 1934 — October 25, 2020) was an American poet, known 
for her association with the Beat movement. She was also an artist, prose writer, and 
teacher. Her magnum opus is widely considered to be Loba, a collection of poems 
first published in 1978 then extended in 1998. 

Estes Cocke 

I have a book of poems written between 1973 and 1985 called Forbidden Fruit. It's a 
poetic journey through a decade of life where the poet searched for his identity. 
Sloan Bashinsky 

Estes Cocke Poems started coming out of me in 1991, my 49th year. Lots of poems 
came out of me into 1995. It felt like they were being dictated to me, or dragged up 
out of me, by my soul, sometimes, by something else, other times. They, like novels 
that came out of me then, were about parts of me I had forgotten, lost, thrown away, 


or never knew were there. Some were cosmic. They all were pieces of some kind of 
road map or itinerary I was to use to get from where I was to somewhere else, over 
and over again. The poems were timeless. priceless, sometimes, spooky. 
Estes Cocke 
Should we share one or two of these delights. 
Sloan Bashinsky 
Estes Cocke The first, which was on the back jacket of Prisons & /freedom, now a 
free read at internet library archive, will also provide links to that. 

Living Poets 

Dead poets are poets who never write 

Who obey shoulds and oughts 

Who live to please others 

Who value money over God 

Who die without ever having lived 

Death is their mark 


Dead poets are remembered by the living. 
Living poets are remembered by time 
Dead poets never sing their song 

Living poets nover stop singing it 


The difference between the two is this: 
One worships fear, the other life 

To be a dead poet is hard 

It requires being someone else 


To be a living poet is easy 
It only means being myself 
One choice is hell, the other heaven 
That is what is meant by free will 
Sloan Bashinsky 
Estes Cocke 


https://archive.org/details/prisons-and-freedom-revision-30h- 1-compressed/mode/ 


lup?view=theater 
Sloan Bashinsky 


Estes Cocke The second, which, in retrospect, foretold my becoming "The Anti- 
Capitalist"? 

I happened upon a mockingbird 

singing his fool head off. 

I asked him how and why he sang? 

But all he did was look ahead, 

all he did was sing. 

He never turned to see if I was watching, 

Or listened for money jingling in my pockets, 

Or asked if I liked his music, 

Or expected a recording contract. 

He was too busy singing 

to pay any attention to me. 

In this way I learned 


the greatest sin of all 

is to kill a mockingbird. 
Sloan Bashinsky 
Estes Cocke Several geographical moves, I no longer have the luminous and brilliant 
eulogy poem that burst out of me on 26th anniversary of the day I buried my seven- 
weeks-old son - I'd never heard of crib death. 26 is the sacred number for God in 
some circles. That poem blew a lot of people away. He lived long enough to break 
my heart forever, and perhaps his? The result for me, I was so disheveled that I was 
never able to fit into any plans anyone, including me, had for me. I became someone 
I would never have met or gotten to know, if he had lived. I can imagine he might 
have had something to do with the two poems above, and with others that came later. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Estes Cocke About 20 years after my son died, I was living in Birmingham for a while, and 
some things happened that caused me to drive to the cemetery and visit him. I had not gone 
back there since I buried him. I stopped at the front office to get directions to the family 
plot, and was told his unmarked grave was just in front of my mother's grave stone. As I 
approached her gravestone, my heart heaved, I lost my breath andI fell to my knees and 
balled oceans of tears and snot for maybe five minutes. I left and kept coming back and 
having the same thing happen. I kept coming back until it didn't happen. Then, I went to the 
front office and ordered a grave marker for a lost child, a woman holding a baby. I told 
them to engrave on it, "Infant son. He opened our hearts and set us on our journey." 


Estes Cocke 
Tragic. I wish you and my friend could talk. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Estes Cocke my son’s soul completed its mission, he died for me. Your friend may or may 

not wish to talk with me and should read this FB post and our discussion, before deciding. 
Saturday, March 25, 2023 


resurrections from the believed to be dead and other near near misses 


A Birmingham amiga emailed this morning: 


Are you ok? I have not seen anymore YouTube postings or emails. Hope you are 
well. Just felt like I needed to reach out. 


I replied: 


Hi, Morticia - 
Thanks for asking. 
Hope you are doing well. 


My G.I. tract has been ailing, which makes all of me feel pretty lousy. I think some of it is 
stuff I'm trying to work through and out of me. 


We are still doing podcasts, but it has been a while since I sent out any links. We try to 
avoid dealing with YouTube's censor board and algorithm. 


My tech buddy seeds ad-free episodes of The Redneck Mystic Lawyer Podcast into the 
Torrent system, whose platform owners and their subscribers seem to like our output, which 
averages about 70,000 complete watches per episode world wide. 


The two most recent podcasts feature some of my older books, which were digitized by my 
tech buddy for internet readers, and feature stories about my father, his family and his 
company, Golden Flake. There will be more episodes about my father, his family and 
Golden Flake. 


I just now opened archive.org and typed Sloan Bashinsky into the search space and pressed 
Enter on my laptop, and 10 of my now digitized books came up. Modern technology also 


allows the books to be listened to. 
The most recent of the digitized books at archive.com is my first novel. 


Here's a link. 
KUNDALINA (A Strange Tale) : Jake Carruthers; Sloan Bashinsky : Free Download, 


Borrow, and Streaming : Internet Archive 


Kundalina. It rhymes with Carolina. It is a strange tale 


involving mystics, space aliens(Pleiadians if you must ... 


It became available three days ago, and as of last night about 250 people had read all of it. 
Here are 8 comments from people who read it. 


1. This may not be the Alabama that was? The hell. This was the 
Alabama that was, this is the Alabama of innocence and before race 
politics. God it makes me hurt to know what it is like to live in Mr. 
Bashinsky’s skin. -useranon02348 


2. Also a book this is about prisons and freedoms, how Christ 
Church was made into a cult and a path to purify. Sad this was not 
at a major publishing house -JaneCCrow 


3. KUNDALINA CARP FOR EVERY DAMN OFFICE IN 
AMERICA COME 2024 and 2026 -adamshousecat. 


4. This is an MC Escher of a book. I don’t know if people will fully 
realize that or if they will be too big a pussies to decode all the 
messages that are zipping by you as you read. Lovely goddamn 
book, liked it better than H-W. - Leanderl659 /H-W is the novel I 
wrote in 2000, HEAVY WAIT] 


5. Truly unique its aims and in the story it tells, but it retains a 
tremendous power. Jake C indeed. Well, at least we know who lead 
the charge. LuridLaurainOneota 


6. Damn mind blown. I’d thought I'd left it in a Amtrak station, but 
here it was ina WEIRD- BUT GOOD- BOOK ABOUT 


ALABAMA. How ya explain that one daddy? -Paul Wilson Clay 


7. This is the pen as an instrument of the soul. Many kind wishes. - 
Buhtan 


8. Without a doubt I was lucky this was a recommendation. When I 
started it I read all the way through and it is an amazing account of 
living in a person’s skin- which is not all that easy to do. I wonder 
if Mr. Bashinsky had released it as Sloan Bashinsky instead of 
Jake, if it would have changed his Dark Night and Black Night of 
the Soul experiences ? -miss_elizabeth_quantum-kindness 


Ciaosky, 


Sloan 
uesday, March 28, 2023 


Are some poets a different species? 


I sometimes can't help but wonder if some poets are a different species? 


Poetic Outlaws 


Why Rimbaud Went to Africa 
By: David Lerner 


poetry isn’t literary 

poetry isn’t sure which fork to 

use 

poetry can’t name the parts of speech 
fill out a grant application 


logroll 

poetry doesn’t like cappuccino 

poetry doesn’t want to be printed in a 

small press edition with its name on the 
cover and get reviewed in 2 little magazines 
read by 3 people 

argued over by 8 

poetry doesn’t care about glory 

glory is nice but poetry figures it’s 

dessert 

poetry doesn’t want to get laid 

poetry might want to get drunk but 

that’s only self defense 

poetry doesn’t want to traipse around Europe 
and collect stray bits of wisdom 

from ruined empires 

that it can show like slides when it gets home 
poetry has a headache 

poetry is a slingshot 

a war you can carry in your pocket 

a better way to die 

the kind of fire that never goes out 

and never gives an inch 

poetry wants to be on every street corner 
hissing from the cracks in the sidewalks 
from the columns of print in the newspapers 
on the lips of people on buses going to their 
miserable jobs in the morning 

poetry wants to be 

in the prayers of dogs and the 

screams of acrobats 

in the terror of politicians 

and the dreams of beautiful women 

poetry wants to be 

an eye through which the world will see itself and 
tremble 

poetry doesn’t want to 

die in the gutter 

it already knows how 

poetry doesn’t want to sparechange strolling professors 
and millionaires 

wear anything but blood 

have conversations with college students about 
the meaning of life 

because a bad wind is coming 

you can smell it in the air 

the pollution of the cities 

mixed with the odor of rotting souls 

the wind will climb 


it will have little sense of humor 
it will not want cappuccino 

or reviews 

or girlfriends 

or anything else 

except the death of 

everything we love 


You can find David Lerner Ùs hard-hitting published works 
at Zeitgeist Press. 


“Lerner was a broken-down saint if there ever was one. He was an 
eloquent screamer, a soft-spoken rageoholic, a madman with a 
great manuscript. His poetry will always be a reminder of a time 
when poetry in the Mission was spontaneous, magical, and more 
than a little bit dangerous.” — Bucky Sinister, San Francisco Bay 
Guardian 


David Deubelbeiss 
Writes NAKED AND ALIVE 
Liked by Poetic Outlaws 


You've really provided me with my vitamins 
today. I'd missed this one and glad my heart is 
still beating and I read it. I and we are all better 
for it. Thank You! Poetry makes nothing happen. 
It survives. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Writes Sloan’s Newsletter 
Liked by. Poetic Outlaws 


The bad wind arrived before the mothers of 
today's college students were born 

College students, who actually can see, see the 
spawns of the spawns of that bad wind 

Blade Runner almost got it right, but perhaps 
only poets can see the real replicants 

Clones of clones of clones of clones, perhaps 
Charles Darwin almost understood 

Apes knew devolution very well when they saw 
it 


Sangeeta Tarapure 
Programmer jokes 

World Around Us Is Changing 
Radiilfr Odinson 


The biggest joke on mankind is that computers 
have started asking humans to prove that they 
are not a robot. 


Human: Prove to me that you are alive and real! 
Al:...No you. 
Human: .... well now I don't know if I am.... 


Sloan Bashinsky How about I turn you off, Bot, and you see how 
you like that? Or, I mark you as spam? Or, I don't buy your 
company's product? Or, I report you to the Mother Ship, for 
stalking? 


Richard Uppheim 

Humans asked bots to ask humans to prove they were not bots. 
This was necessary, because humans were using bots to act as 
humans. 


Meanwhile, the checks got so complicated, that humans got bots to 
send the checks to humans to prove they were human and not bots 
after all. 


In other words, humans were using bots to use humans to prove to 
bots they were human and not bots, which while technically true, 
were acting as bots on behalf of other humans. 
Sloan Bashinsky Richard Uppheim Looks to me 
humanity, in the main, including America, has 
evolved, or devolved, into a country of 
lemmings, kinda rhymes with ... robots. 


Wednesday, March 29, 2023 


probes, pings and echos 


I pinged this into The Order of Pen Facebook Group, and got some interesting echos. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Sometimes when I get involved in something, or something gets me involved in it, I 
become aware that what is really going on is the "transaction" is a probe, and the point of 
the probe is to see what comes back in response. 
The spirit world, or if you wish, angels, watch such things, even if human beings don't. 
What the angels do with what they see is above my pay grade. 
My job, although perhaps not so much as in past times, is to engage what comes my way, in 
ways angels trained me, and then I try to get out of the way. 
Alas, it is impossible to get all of the way out of the way when I am writing about what is in 
the way, and I am part of it 


Wolf Pack 


At least you understand that there are angels. I believe they love 
acknowledgment since so many don’t even those who are in logical 
positions to believe in them. After Jesus is tempted in the desert it 
says the angels came and ministered to Him. He didn’t call them 
God didn’t send them they were there just like the devil was. In job 
1 angels and the devil are in line to talk to God. Why. He asks what 
have you been up to. But we know God already knows what 
they’re up to. He wants the conversation. The admittance. The 
confession. We see in genesis they are sent on missions then abort 
the mission and mate with humans. They have free will. God is 
omnipotent they are not. So God tests them just like us. And we are 
told in revaluation that they are our brethren in the same testimony 
to Jesus trying to do Gods’ work the best they can. 


Sloan Bashinsky Author 

Wolf Pack I'm decades past past understanding, 
or believing, there are angels. I know there are 
angels, I know what I was raised to call God, 
exists. The angels that took on me have names 
known in the Bible. They turned me every 
which-a-way but loose, upside down, inside out, 
and stood me before endless mirrors, and tested 
me unceasing, and changed my perspective of 
everything, and they are still at it 36 years after 
two of them first showed up and told me what I 
was in for: I would be pushed to my limits. 
Perhaps I'm mistaken, but your comment 
suggests you are still operating within the 4 
corners of a book, written, edited and 
cherrypicked by men. Inspired men, perhaps, but 
still men, who were influenced by their 
upbringings and other people and what they 
believed. God is so much bigger than the Bible 
than can be imagined. Yet, endless attempts have 
been made to shrink God down to the Bible. 

A wolf pack story was provided to me by the 
angel Michael in early June 1995. I actually lived 
it, with oceans of tears and snot gushing out of 
me. I will go fetch it and post it here. 


Sloan Bashinsky Author 


of men, wolves and eagles ... 

Once upon a time there lived a man named 
Joseph, who grew tired of living with people and 
left his village and went into the woods to live. 
By and by, a wolf pack discovered Joseph and 
over time got to know him and that he was not 


like other men, and eventually they took him into 
their pack. The leader of the pack was a red wolf 
named David, and soon David and Joseph 
became fast friends, and they hunted and played 
and slept together like . . . wolves. 

Then one day, the men in the village where 
Joseph had lived learned from hunters that 
Joseph was living with wolves. The men decided 
it was not right for a man to go off and live in the 
woods and run with with wolves, so they got 
their guns and set off to find Joseph and bring 
him back to the village, to live like a man. 

The men came upon the wolf pack sleeping in 
the sun next to a bluff. The wind was blowing off 
the bluff, away from the wolf pack toward the 
men, which prevented the pack from scenting the 
men as they approached. By the time the wolf 
pack realized the men were there, the men had 
the pack surrounded, pinned against the bluff. 
David wanted to order the pack to attack, but 
Joseph said, “No, I am a man, they will listen to 
reason, let me go and speak with them.” 
Although David did not like this idea, he agreed 
to it because Joseph was a man. But the men 
would not listen to reason and they shot and 
killed the entire pack and took Joseph 
heartbroken back to the village. 

Joseph languished in the village for many weeks, 
blaming himself for the death of his pack. 

Then, Joseph has a dream, in which he sees 
David’s face. David is angry, but says nothing, 
just stares. Finally, Joseph blurts out that he did 
the best he knew how to do, and he’s so sorry for 
the way it turned out! David says, “Better that we 
attacked and died like wolves, than be 
slaughtered like sheep!” 

Then, Joseph is back with the pack, against the 
bluff, surrounded by the men. David says he 
wants the pack to attack. Joseph says, “And I will 
lead the charge!” Then, they hear a voice, the 
whole pack hears it, say, “There is another way, 
ask for another way.” Never before have Joseph, 
David or the pack had such a thing happen, but 
Joseph asks for another way. 

Suddenly, a great bolt of lightning strikes the 
ground between the pack and the men, stirring up 
a huge cloud of dust. As the the dust begins to 
settle, it begins to take the shape of something 
huge. The wolves and Joseph then see a pair of 


golden eyes peering from the bushes behind the 
men. Then a second pair of golden eyes. Then a 
third pair. Then ten pair. Then a hundred pair. 
Then a legion of . . . wolves’ eyes. The men are 
moved by some force to turn around and see 
what the now delirious pack already see. 

Then, the men turn back around and find 
themselves face to face with a great towering 
eagle, whose piercing golden eyes penetrate their 
hearts. Then, they hear, “These are my battle 
angels. You may leave this place and go back to 
your village, taking your guns with you, on 
condition that you tell everyone what has 
happened here today.” 

To this condition the men readily agree, and they 
return to their village and tell everyone what 
happened, and they go to nearby villages and tell 
It. 


Wolf Pack 
Sloan Bashinsky Of course God is so much bigger than the Bible. It has been cherry picked. 
It still has the word of God within. The angels have not chosen me to reveal them selves to. 
They have saved my life at least five times. I still am going to continue striving towards 
God though. Helping others and studying His word. About the story. You said you lived it. 
So is it a story or your history. Are the wolves dead from what happened first or is the 
dream a new reality where the wolves are back alive and the men can choose to not kill 
them. Or was this a vision to show you something. I like what you posted just trying to 
process it. 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 

Wolf Pack It was a vision that came upon me while a New Age healer was trying to take me 
into past lives. The vision was tailored for me, but its message about dealing with conflict is 
universal. I had other visions, but mostly what happens, or happened, was an endless stream 
of encrypted/symbolic dreams tailored just for me to unravel, and sometimes "ah has!", as 
in, sudden knowings of something I had not known. 

Over the years, there were people who knew me, who had dreams about me that were for 
me to hear about. There are two such peple now. Some of what I get involved in is very 
dangerous, spiritually, and sometimes in the human way, because in many circles my 
perspective is novel, it challenges so-call sacred cows, beliefs, the status quo. I would not 
wade physically into, say, a MAGA rally, shooting off my mouth, expecting to leave 
unscathed, but perhaps if Michael and the wolf pack told me to, I might. 

I like your approach. The angels took me back into may Christian roots and the Bible, and I 
was going into churches for a while, but that phase passed and I mostly do stuff online now, 
but sometimes there are facer to face interactions. The Bible contains great wisdom, but 
most people who read it cannot see beneath the surface. 

In the Gospels, Jesus told his disciples that he taught the masses in parables, but what he 
taught them in secret, wisemen and kings would give all they had to possess. What did 
Jesus teach them in secret? 


Wolf Pack 

Sloan Bashinsky the answers to all the parables. Others had to leave confused and think 
about it. But Jesus was building his disciples into apostles to go out and build the church 
and die for him which would take great courage and discipline. They received the power to 
work his miracles and one of them learning was Judas. So they all needed refining as we do 
but they needed understanding quickly to be able to shortly go out unlike me who gets a 
lifetime to learn. They were hand chosen by Him for a reason. 

And the answers to the 

Parables are the keys to life and afterlife 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 

Wolf Pack I don't think Jesus' disciples taught in parables? Nor did Paul? Reading Jesus's 
words In the Gospels, about how to live and endure life on this world, sure look to me to be 
the keys to the Kingdom of God. He did tell his disciples, if they abided in him and his 
words, they would come to know the truth and the truth would make them free And, yes, he 
prepared them for the hell they would experience as his disciples, and told them some of 
them would be killed, But again, in plain view in the Gospels are his recorded words to 
common people about how to live and move closer to God, Yet, how many times have I 
heard Christians say, what we do will not save us, but only what we believe and accept as 
true? Read James, Jesus's brother, who said, to not ask him about his faith, but look at his 
works, and there would be seen his faith. Chi-ching 


Wolf Pack 

Sloan Bashinsky I was just answering your question. What did Jesus teach them in private. 
He taught them the answers to the parable. I don’t think anyone but Jesus taught in 
parables. And yes faith without works is dead. James 2 26 For as the body without the spirit 
is dead, so faith without works is dead also.but I do believe we are saved by our faith. Faith 
leads to works. But you still need the faith. 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
Wolf Pack faith in what? 


Wolf Pack 
Sloan Bashinsky faith in God 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 

Wolf Pack I don't think much about faith, I suppose because I've been having direct 
experiences day and night since 1987. For me, God is a given, and what and how do I try to 
stay in sync? Even so, I think God looks into people's hearts and at what they do, and don't 
do, and if an atheist is a good person, that is what's important to God. 


Al Loots 
Well. Here's the the real world telling you straight up to get a life. 


Sloan Bashinsky Author 


I'm 80 years old, how about you? 

I've been a vice-president of marketing and 
advertising in a fairly large company, how about 
you? 

I've practiced law, how about you? 

I've been a certified massage therapist, how 
about you? 

I've been homeless and lived on the street and in 
shelters and in vehicles and friends' homes, how 
about you? 

I've had a child die of sudden infant death 
syndrome, how about you? 

I've nearly died of MRSA flesh-eating bacterial, 
how about you? 

I've caught and eaten more fish than I will ever 
remember, how about you? 

I've had eight wives, each of whom opened a 
new part of me I didn't know was there, how 
about you? 

I've walked with angels and spent plenty of time 
around demons, how about you? 

I've been through dark nights and a black night, 
how about you? 

I've written about 25 books and skads of poems 
and several thousands pages of blog posts, unlike 
anything ever written or seen, how about you? 
I've seen and been shown things in myself and 
another people that I doubt any psychiatrist or 
scientist or perhaps even new age healer could 
even imagine, how about you? 

Yeah, I'm yanking your chain, but all of what I 
told you about me actually happened. 

And, I've been all over the Caribbean, and in 
Europe, and around the world twice, and trekked 
up high in Nepal, where the Christ was waiting 
to get me, since I had runaway from America, but 
not a Christ most Christians probably would be 
thrilled to meet, and I have been with Australian 
aborigines in dream time, and I'm only just 
getting warmed up trying to think of all the 
things that I experienced, including having two 
children, who didn't die, and grandchildren, and 
lots of friends, and lots more enemies, perhaps, 
how about you? & 


Al Loots 

Sloan Bashinsky. What impressed me is your 
claim to 25 books (of which I would like a 
reference). My list of experiences can obviously 


not surpass your vast experience. 

I'm not about to get into a p*ss*ng contest about 
our achievements. Not my game and I've been 
taught to remain rather "absent". Having left the 
service, I've started realising I actually am 
allowed an opinion. 

But as a rebuttle concerning your original post, 
I'm 51. 

Having served in a very volatile country as a 
paramilitary force and then another two 
specialised units, I've had enough experience to 
make me an old man. Which have to certain 
degree not even consider having children. 

My apologies though for my curt response. 
Anything I read concerning religious or mystical 
experiences makes me go off the rails, 
considering my personal experiences. As an 
example, going through home after home of 
family massacres (including young children or 
even babies) or watching a person burning to 
death, changes your life and views on religion 
and philosophy. 

It's patently obvious that our age difference and 
experiences have driven our views on life in 
different directions and opinions or world views. 


Sloan Bashinsky Author 

Al Loots I regret for you that you had such 
horrible war experiences, which I was spared, 
literally by a miracle saving me from being sent 
by the US Army to Vietnam. One of my best 
friends was US Army Special Forces in combat 
in Central America. He doesn't talk much about 
it. My father never talked about all the bombs his 
B-29 dropped on Japanese cities. He was the 
aircraft's navigator-bombardier. He pulled 
strings to get my younger brother into a National 
Guard unit during the Vietnam war, which I saw 
up close on personal rip America in half. Later, I 
was with a woman for a while, who was one of 
the Kent State students the Ohio National Guard 
opened fire on as they sat on the ground 
protesting US expansion into Cambodia, as I 
recall. She never trusted government, police, or 
anything related after that. I can't speak for 
WWII, but I don't think any American war since 
was worth one drop of blood shed. 


My early non fiction books and some of my somewhat later metaphysical books can be 
found at Amazon under my name, Sloan Bashinsky. Also. at Internet Archive. My first 
published novel, Kundalina, Alabama, I wrote under a pen name, Jake Carruthers, 
sometimes is at Amazon or Abe Books.. Thanks to a tech buddy's skills, that book and 
several of my metaphysical books and the last of my 4 novels, HEAVY WAIT: A Strange 
Tale, are digitized and are free reads at Internet Archive. Two novels by Jake Carruthers 
never made it past being laid out ready to go to the printer, and I no longer have copies. I 
self-published a number of small metaphysical books of verse and prosaic writings and 
gave them all away. It took me a long time to figure out I might be an Uncapitalist, 
capitalism's version of the "Anti-Christ"? 

I think providing a link to Internet Archive might not be okay with this forum's policy or 
Al. 


[archive.org] 


(Al Loots liked my comment.) 


Thursday, March 30, 2023 
old, tired, bedraggled, life-and-angel-mangled man meets UNCENSORED LIGHTWORKERS 


— 5 


a. Aj 


A fellow following a discussion in which I was participating at The Order of Penbook 
Facebook Group, invited me to join his UNCENSORED LIGHTWORKERS 
Facebook group. 


I joined and made two posts, which the Admin accepted: 


Sloan Bashinsky 

This fell out of me in the spring of 1995: 
Earth... 
The sacred prism 
through which souls are refracted 
into their elemental parts, 
purified in Holy Fire, 


then one-forged 

and sent on their way 

to not even God knows where, 

simply because they are all 

unique emanations of God, 

evolving ... 
Sloan Bashinsky 
Around 1992, I lived in Boulder, Colorado, and was seeing a Barbara Brennan- 
trained Hands of Light worker once a week. She had a great reputation among 
healers in the Boulder/Denver area, I think during the 5th session, she was doing 
something and then she said my Core Star had grabbed her Core Star and was taking 
it on a tour of the Universe, and it was amazing. The next session, after working on 
me a little while, she said whatever I was involved in was beyond her range and she 
felt she shouldn't work with me any more. I thanked her, paid her, wished her well, 
and left, I never found a healer who didn't run up against something in me that was 
beyond his/her range. I already was being dealt with by angels, and that's where I 
went entirely, although not always in straight lines. 
I then responded to some of the Admin's posts: 


UNCENSORED LIGHTWORKERS 
Josh St Germain 
Admin 


Return 
your shopping cart. 

Pick up a piece of trash. 
Hold the door open for the 
person behind you, Let 
someone in your lane. Smile at 


a stranger. Small atts*have a 
ripple effect. Thats how we 
save the world 


@ 


HAPPY ORGANIZED LIFI 


John Schultz 
This will not only save the world.... It will save YOU. The power of our subconscious is 
inestimable. When you start to cultivate this idea, it will tear down walls (of pain, hatred, 
fear) and expand your heart and inner self (whether you see that as your soul, your 
subconscious, your true self) 
Sloan Bashinsky 
Heh, I've done all of that, and some more, for decades, and I get up each morning 
wondering why I'm still here and hoping I get to die quick, better still, instantly, 
instead of what most old people face in America today. I ruled out something saving 
humanity from itself, after realizing how hard Buddha, Jesus and others tried, and 
how it went after they were gone from this world. I think saving the world itself 
would entail eliminating humanity, which, in the main, seems determined to destroy 
the the world in progressive steps. It looks to me that it's up to each person to do, or 
not do, what their soul requires to progress and evolve during this physical 
experience called life by humanity. That's how I read Jesus, and Buddha before him, 
and other sages, mages, avatars. So, I agree with what you posted, but at age 80, 
when nothing works inside me like ii was designed to work, except, hopefully, my 
brain, hopefully again, I endure and keep plugging away. 
And: 


UNCENSORED LIGHTWORKERS 
Josh St Germain 
Admin 


”I got you, just control your mind”, said 
the universe 


Bree Ritch 


Sloan Bashinsky 
And her emotions, and her hopes, dreams, subconscious programming, prejudices, etc? 


Josh St GermainAuthorAdmin 
Self explanatory, control your mind and trust the universe to assist you on your journey. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Josh St Germain that has gone well for you? 


Josh St GermainAuthorAdmin 
Sloan Bashinsky always, with love and vigilance. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Josh St Germain perhaps sharing actual examples of from your own life might help other 
people see how it’s done 


Josh St GermainAuthorAdmin 

Sloan Bashinsky Still your mind for answers, everyone has a unique journey. Flow with 
Love, trust the universe, but remain vigilant. Hold 100% Love consistently, don't take shit, 
or subject yourself to it unnecessarily. Be a good example by being yourself 
unapologetically and while remaining respectful of others. May God shine through you 
unto the world. 


Sloan Bashinsky 


Josh St Germain Again, and I'm must one person, but I like to hear what someone 
promoting something actually proved it in his/her own life experiences. I like what you are 
saying, but I would like to see living examples of you doing what you explain in words. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Josh St Germain By way of a somewhat different topic you posted something about 
kundalini energy? Or was that someone else? Yet, what experience had that poster had with 
kundalini energy? A fellow named Gopi Krishna had a great deal of experience with 
Kundalini energy, and he became viewed as an expert on it, by virtue of his own 
experience. When he first experienced kundalini, it was luminous, wonderful, blew his 
mind. Then, he then went into a terrifying time when he thought he was going mad, and 
yogis he went to were not able to help him, and he was in a very precarious situation 
internally for a long time. He had to change his diet and focus his mind ongoing, and he had 
to stop medidating, which he viewed as very dangerous to him at that time. Here's a link to 
something written about him and that: 

http://www.om-guru.com/html/saints/gopi.html 


OM-GURU.COM 
A short Biography of Gopi Krishna 


| OM-GURU.COM 
| A short Biography of Gopi Krishna 


Josh St GermainAuthorAdmin 

Sloan Bashinsky Examples of how keeping my mind under control I was taken care 

of? With God in my heart and a sound mind I survived car accidents, disease, and 

more. 

15 guys tried to jump me and my 2 friends at a fair, I walked away unscathed. Hit a 

telephone pole, totaled my car and walked away. And I laugh at cancer because even 

though I haven't beat it yet, I'm still able to enjoy all the bliss and euphoria without 

the aids of substances because I put my trust in the Lord. I suggest you do the same. 

Sloan Bashinsky 
Josh St Germain Really sorry you have cancer. It got my favorite nice two years ago, she 
was like a daughter to me. In early 1987, I was captured by Jesus and Archangel Michael, 
and told "This will push you to your limits, but you asked for it and we are going to give it 
to you "I had prayed to God to help me, I didn't want to die, failed. I offered my life to 
human service. That was what they referred to. I then was jolted three times, quickly, by 
spiritual lightning, and was shaking and sweating, as they dissolved from this realm. I 
always had believed God existed. After that, I knew God existed. They turned me every 
which a way but loose and upside down and inside out, and stood me before endless 
mirrors, and put me into all sorts of test situations, and they are still at it. There were times 


when I had nothing left but to trust God. I lived on the street. All sorts of rough shit 
happened, but not such as you describe here, but I do believe you. 


Josh St GermainAuthorAdmin 

Sloan Bashinsky 
YOUTUBE.COM 

Little girl at hospital 
https://youtube.com/shorts/qQ9dJJxZpjc?feature=share 


| YOUTUBE.COM 


| Little girl at hospital 


Sloan Bashinsky 
jragic, courage, beauty, suffering and faith. 
My niece’s last day, her husband said, there was so much pain, she was screaming. 
hemotherapy had ravaged her and had not worked. Same a different later 
pies she abandoned because it was so awful. She knew I wished she had 
ot done chemo. I was begging God to take me instead of her. If she had been a 
Beloved pet dog or cat, a vet would have gently ended her suffering. She was a 
unicorn, I published on FB and my blog, and now she was regaling Heaven, and I 
hoped they were ready for her. 
Josh St GermainAuthorAdmi 
Sloan Bashinsky 
This explains how to activate kundalini. It is a byproduct, not a conscious decision; and that 
is where people have errors. 
https://www.facebook.com/groups/19340495 16942256/permalink/1935468203467054/? 
mibexfid=Nif5o0z 
t 
Sloan Bashinsky 
Josh Sh Germain Admin Awakening and managing the kundalini can be learned from a 
book? , 
Josh St GermainAuthorAdmin 
Sloan Bashinsky Possibly, I did it on my own. I still have a hard time finding information 
on theRubject matter. Learning sanskrit, I'm sure over time I'll discover more descriptive 
texts. İ 
t 
Sloan Bashinsky 
Josh St Germain A Christian contemplative named Philip Romaine had a kundalini arousal, 
which he had to learn how to manage. He wrote a good book about it. 
https://www.amazon.com/Kundalini-Energy.../dp/0557372097 
AMAZON.COM 
Kundalini Energy and Christian Spirituality 


| AMAZON.COM 


| Kundalini Energy and Christian Spirituality 
And: 


Josh St Germain 
Admin 


Love is the frequency. 144,000 hz of God! 
Christopher Anthony EversonGalactic Council Of Lightworkers 
I believe that truth has a frequency and once you understand it you can tap into it. You can 
use it to decipher anything. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
I think so, not welcomed by all 


Josh St GermainAuthorAdmin 
Sloan Bashinsky Replace your 3d analytics with 5D resonance. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Josh St Germain No analytics, but a lifetime of direct experiences with how I and other 
people dealt with the truth. For the most part, it was not well received. 


This fell out of me in the fall of 1995, but I wasn't yet ready, perhaps. 


Truth without Love 
is harsh 
Love without Truth 
is mush 
Two sides 
of the same coin 
They live together 
or die 

Friday, March 31, 2023 


perceptions, perspectives, beliefs, like noses, everyone has them - but humanity clearly is in deep 
spiritual doo doo 


At Reddit/spirituality: 


Posted by Gabriel 
All anguish will be turned into joy. ®> 
Every single last bit of it. There will be nothing left. 


Mystical 
Whomever constructs their belief of the matter through experience, not thought. 


Puzzleheaded 

In many ways and arenas experience moved me past belief, into knowing. I have not 
experienced all anguish was turned into joy, nor has anyone I have known nor heard 
of, at least, not while in a physical body, at least not that lasted for more than a brief 
moment in time and in space. 


Adot 
It will turn to joy, just believe and act accordingly 


Puzzleheaded 
You achieved that? 


Adot 
It isn't something you set out to achieve, it's something that happens when you allow 
it to. 


Puzzleheaded 
It happened to you? 


Adot 
Has, is and will. 


Puzzleheaded 
Lucky you. 
I never met anyone all of whose anguish became joy while they were still breathing. 


Adot 
Call it luck, call it love, call it whatever you want. It's good for anybody to die twice 


Puzzleheaded 
I died quite a few times, in the spiritual sense, and never came close to what you 
describe. 

UNCENSORED LIGHTWORKERS Facebook group: 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Administrator Josh St. Germain invited me to join this group, and I did that and 
posted a couple of things and then I commented under two of Josh's posts. 

I see Josh tolerates self-promotion, so... 

I'm 80 years old and perhaps it's not stretching it much to say I've had at least a dozen 
different lives this time around. 

Back in January of this year (2023), I started a new blogspot, where I reported 
stuff going on in my life and psyche, including discussions at Facebook, Reddit 
Spirituality, Poetic Outlaws, The Order of Pen and The Official C.S. Lewis. 

My blogspot has no ads or soliciting. I just put it out there and move on. The most 
recent post there contains my initial posts and comments at UNCENSORED 
Lightworkers. Here's a link: 

old, tired, bedraggled, life-and-angel-mangled man meets UNCENSORED 
LIGHTWORKERS 


Josh St GermainAdmin 
Love you Sloan. 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
Josh St Germain Thanks, Josh, yet we are only just getting to know each other. I am not 
nearly at the point of being able to say I love everyone, or even a whole lot of people. I am 


pretty sure God loves us all, including the Devil and all of its demons, but I still have quite 
a ways to go. What you post at UNCENSORED LIGHTWORKERS provides people who 
see it with lots of ways of looking at and approaching life on this world, and elsewhere, 
which mainstream (STATUS QUO) does not. I wish though, that you, and other people, 
share personal experiences, which demonstrate metaphysics, or whatever anyone wishes to 
call it, operating inside them and in their daily lives, aka the grindstone and furnace and so 
forth that living on this world providers ongoing. I very much appreciate uncensored, which 
is pretty rare at online forums, platforms, etc. 


Josh St GermainAdmin 

Sloan Bashinsky I used to be selective with Love as well, thought I was obligated to. But 
then one day I realized everyone needs it, and it's only natural. Life may have given you a 
rollercoaster, but that doesn't mean you can't step off and live in bliss/euphoria. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

John St. GermaineAdmin I've got a long way to go, I can't bring myself to even love me 
unconditionally, and I know for a fact, proven every second I'm awake, and even in my 
dreams, that I cannot step off the roller coaster of life and live in bliss/euphoria. That's why 
I like to see people share what their own lives are like. You told me that you have cancer. I 
had prostate cancer during the covid lock down and chose radiation treatment, which was 
horrible. I felt like I ws dying. There was no way to visualize, wish, hope, positive think 
myself into a different space. Now what the radiation did to other parts of me is showing 
up, and it's no fun. I've had IBS since age 27. It arrived in one day, there was no warning, 
prior symptoms. It chewed me up every day since. Nothing I tired, medical, herbal, 
metaphysical, had any effect. It had a mind of its own, it is intelligent, it does not like being 
messed with. I never met, read about or heard of anyone, who was able to jump off the 
roller coaster of life, without the help of booze and/or other drugs or suicide. If you 
were/are able to do it, then you are beyond my comprehension. 


Josh St GermainAdmin 

Sloan Bashinsky I allowed God into my life and became aware of my abilities. I hold 

the vision of what I want for it to manifest with grace of having it. 
Like a vending machine, I put in effort, and what I want comes right out. Unless I'm not 
specific enough or I lack faith in my abilities, then it's postponed until I regain awareness 
and confidence in the abilities. Coming from a place of negativity I always found myself 
doubting anything "magical" so to speak, until I returned to the mode of 100% Love, then it 
all comes rushing back. My problem was everytime I got myself in a good place like that, I 
dealt with people trying to sabotage it, most of the times immediately. Becoming angry 
from the attacks lowered my vibration back to a state of doubt, but after I realized they 
we're just hurting I either consulted them, or blessed all parties involved and walk away. 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 

Josh St Germain A Course in Miracles says people who act out actually are screaming for 
help. 

I've been attacked so many times that I cannot possibly chronicle even a small part of it. 
That was part of what was given to me to do over many seasons and variations I could not 
in my wildest dreams and imaginings have foreseen. To wade into and challenge the status 
quo, regardless of any blowback or my own discomfort or personal risk. I was not allowed 


any way to escape, or even mute my own physical or other discomfort, other than 
sometimes I was advised, or shown, to step away from something already engaged. 
Always, what I addressed was driven by a demonic force behind the visible. I understood I 
was that force's target, and what I had engaged was that force's bait. I was trained a long 
time by angels, as they eased me into that line of work. Each situation was different, and 
sometimes I was softer than other times, and sometimes I should have been softer than I 
was. 

Based on my experiences, humanity is under a cosmic X-Ray now, and where that might 
lead, I have no clue. But, based on what I have been through and been shown, and a friend 
and I have been told, humanity, in the main, is is deep spiritual doo doo. It is devolving 
spiritually, mostly because its feminine aspect is mangled, even destroyed. Humanity is 
spiritually cloning itself, while some individuals are progressing. 

I told all of that to the angels, after they asked me in 2004, "What do you think of the 
species?" And, that I thought the species would not survive what was being done do and 
for me, and perhaps the kindest thing would be to remove the species from this planet and 
put it somewhere it has a better chance of moving forward. 

Perhaps what you have wired into makes all of that obsolete. It reminds me, in some ways, 
of what I heard when I lived in Santa Fe, NM and then in Boulder, CO. I imagine God has 
infinite ways of trying to reach human beings. I met people in Boulder and Santa Fe, whose 
path seemed to be trying to change by imagining or visualizing what they wanted and it 
becoming so, even as I was hearing, so to speak, over and over, not my will, but God's will 
be done. 


Josh St GermainAdmin 
Sloan Bashinsky God's will for sure. 


Sloan BashinskyAuthor 
Josh St Germain amen 


At Poetic Outlaws Substack: 


This World 
By: Czeslaw Milosz 


It appears that it was all a misunderstanding. 

What was only a trial run was taken seriously. 

The rivers will return to their beginnings. 

The wind will cease in its turning about. 

Trees instead of budding will tend to their roots. 

Old men will chase a ball, a glance in the mirror— 

They are children again. 

The dead will wake up, not comprehending. 

Till everything that happened has unhappened. 

What a relief! Breathe freely, you who have suffered much. 


A.D 


Fuck yeah. I just suffered a pretty big loss and this hits the spot. 
The concept of unhappening, unwinding, and a return to the depths 
of the self. Coordinates well with some of the Zen and Taoist stuff 
I've been reading, too. 


Casey Henry 
Fuck yeah like the other guy said 


Felix Purat 
Gotta love me some Milosz. Pure gold, every word! 


Solero Taylor 

"We lived in strange, hostile, marvellous times 

bullets sang above our heads 

and years no less threatening than tearing shrapnel 
taught greatness (even) to those who did not see 

war.' 

Czeslaw Milosz 

The paths they eventually ploughed through the wood 
Qualified our childhood and shrank the shadows back 
Into more wholesome fare, 

better for dogwalkers and the like 

Just as they engineered steps into the steep sides 
Leading down to the frothy suds where Unilever 
Churned out soap, the scented stink souring air 
Between ourselves and Haughton Green, higher 

On the opposite bank, their boys versus our boys 
Pinging pellets from fairground rifles across the River 
Tame. I was proud to live within shooting range 

Of the second most polluted river 

In Western Europe, mephitic then (and now) 

To all decorative intent, awful in and of itself 

A Christmas kiss 

Snatched under last year's mistletoe 

By a man without teeth 

Just his tongue reaching 

for the past again, 

entered through a younger mouth 

Measured. Marked. Cut. 


Owen Swain 

Bought a good used hardcover copy of his New and Collected 
Poetry. If I could use only one word to describe his overall work it 
would be ‘penetrating’. If I could use two more and combine them 
it would be 'lucid Wonder". 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Oh do I hope such a redo is possible, 
nay, 


actually is 

in the cards 

in the stars 

the next sunrise 

Alas, 

humanity 

the species 

invasive 

morassed 

Sargasso sea 

Pacific plastic vortex 
fossil fuel addiction exponential 
is the planet sentient? 
can she protect herself? 
if she wants? 

duh? 


in U.S. patent office 
proven devices 
convert water into 
super cheap 
hydrogen fuel 
for internal combustion engines 
death to oil industry 
prohibited by Atomic Energy Commission 
while angels and extra terrestrials 
watch 
waiting 
wondering 
hoping 
invasive species 
gets its shit together 
or it's their turn 
or the planet's 
Saturday, April 1, 2023 


If you do not bring forth what is within you, what you do not bring forth will destroy you 


For the first time in a while, puzzleheaded me had some fun and felt some warm fuzzies at a 
Reddit spirituality forum. 


Self-Transformation 
Posted by Puzzleheaded 
If you bring forth what is within you, what you bring forth will save you. 


If you bring forth what is within you, what you bring forth will save you. If you do 
not bring forth what is within you, what you do not bring forth will destroy you. — 
Gospel of Thomas, verse 70 


Usernametaken 
This is true, you need to help others with your knowledge and experiences, and the 
Universe will help you too 


Mocs 

I also believe the universe will bring you those precise people needing your 
knowledge and experience, and not having to go "save the world" kind of thing. Path 
of least resistance to what is natural for you. 


Puzzleheaded 

I would have called it God, because that's what I was raised to call 
it, but, yes, life brings us what we need to grow, develop and 
mature, and how that proceeds depends on how we respond, or not. 
It's probably more helpful, in the long run, if we try to save 
ourselves, before trying to save something else, which reminds us, 
unawares probably, of our own need to be saved. Yet, sometimes, 
something outside of us needs saving and, if we are able to help it 
be saved, then that's something God laid on us to do, or not. 


Whether we get some kind of immediate or distant reward for that, 
is another matter, above my pay grade, at least. However, this post 
is about internal work, and perhaps can be likened somewhat to 
Jesus in the Gospels saying, "First, take the beam out of our own 
eye." 


Old timey brain 
This has come to me recently from several sources, and it is now making quite a bit 
of sense. 


Sky 
The first time I read this quote it brought me such a sense of peace and acceptance of 
my self. 


Puzzleheaded 

Back some distance in time, I was deeply involved in psycho- 
spiritual healing, both as a patient and as a practitioner. I saw really 
volatile emotional stuff come up out of people and out of myself, 
which had been living there unknown to the host. After angels got a 
hold of me, they amplified exponentially that process, and some of 
what they brought up out of me was absolutely terrifying 
emotionally. I imagine, if all of a sudden, what lives inside of 
people suddenly is released, humanity will got stark raving mad, en 
masse, regardless of religious, spiritual or other beliefs, or no 
beliefs. So, and this is based on my own personal experience and 
observations of many other people, I think the Thomas quote I 
posted here is absolutely spot on for people, or for a species, that 
wish, or hope, to develop, grow and mature humanly and 
spiritually. I also think there aren't nearly enough therapists, gurus, 
priests, shamans, etc., who have themselves gotten cleaned up 
enough inside, to be of much help to anyone else. Which, it looks 
to me, means it is on angels, or perhaps advanced Ets, to help 
humanity bring forth from inside itself, what all lives there, or 
humanity, in the main, will continue devolving, while relatively 
few individuals progress. 


hairwaytosteven 

Yep. The answers are within, not without. So within, so without. First make peace in 
your inner sacred kingdom and peace will manifest in your outer not-so-secret 
kingdom. It's working for me. 

When I've been at war within, the war inevitably manifested without. 


Puzzleheaded 

Can't say I ever knew anyone who didn't have plenty of raging war 
within. I wonder if perhaps Jesus in the Gospels had that in mind, 
when he said, "Hypocrite, first take the beam out of your own eye, 
and then you will see clearly enough to remove the speck from 
your brother's eye?" 


FrequentBrain 
Authenticity, always 


Puzzleheaded 
But authenticity might not win many, or any, popularity contests :-) 


FrequentBrain 
This is true, but does your authentic self want or need to win 
popularity contests?! 


Puzzleheaded 

First, no. 

Second, I tired to make a rhetorical joke. 

Third, when we ruin our reputations, we can be free. 


GrassFire Water 
Right if you are at a party and you drink a cup of piss when people say dude did you 
drink that you have to be accountable for your actions. 


Puzzleheaded 
party pooper & 


Lucky7Revolver 
Yeah. I still feel bad how I talked to my boss yesterday. 


Puzzleheaded 
Did you tell your boss that? 


walkstwomoons 

Makes sense. 

Thomas was kicked out during the canonical conference. As were many other books. 
All are worth the reading. 


Puzzleheaded 

Ya think the bosses at that conference doubted Thomas? Or, did 
they doubt including his testimony and advice would not freak out 
people and they would run like hell? 


walkstwomoons 

I like the doubting Thomas reference 

Thomas and John conflicted, they chose to keep John. 
I personally prefer Thomas 


Puzzleheaded 

Two very different men, maybe the early church honchos 
cherrypicked the one they felt might be more attractive to market, 
bring in more new congregants/congregant$? 


JCMiller 


I need this today. Brought a lot out. 

I wish to add: the more humble and connected and open you grow - the more there is 
to bring out. If you wish to befriend your ego, rather than enslaving or silencing it, it 
will be an endless supply of life for you and will give you a limitless opportunity to 
love 


Puzzleheaded 
Yep, a full time job for the unforeseeable future. 


moonshadow 
Needed to hear this today, thank you! PW 


Pactolus 

If guys like horror/fantasy fiction, John Langan has a story about this exact quote 
"What You Do Not Bring Forth" in his anthology Children of the Fang. It's short, not 
scary at all, but one of my favorites of his. 


Puzzleheaded 
Werewolf lore? 


Pactolus 

That story specifically isn't werewolf-related, it's more 
philosophical, but if you go over on r/horrorlit they have tons of 
recommendations for werewolf fiction. My first two recs to anyone 
are "Those Across the River" by Christopher Buehlman, and 
"Cycle of the Werewolf" by Stephen King. 


Puzzleheaded 

Thanks, merely was curious. Fang, and such. The Thomas quote is 
about something else altogether, such as, acknowledging, owning 
up to, bringing up out of us, and finally dealing with the werewolf 
in us, a not fun or pleasing horror story, but necessary, to avoid our 
werewolf killing us. 


Narrow-Sherbet 
GOT is the GOAT :) I have an audiobook presentation if you're interested 
https://youtu.be/7c2PZU805nU. 


Puzzleheaded 
Much thanks, will pass that link along. 


NarrowSherbet 
Awesome, the GOT has been a huge blessing for me and contains 
such amazing very rare deep truth ! Namaste Puzzlehead. 


NarrowSherbet 
I felt like the black sheep for a long time and this passage gave me 
great comfort... 


107. Jesus said, "The (Father's) kingdom is like a shepherd who 
had a hundred sheep. One of them, the largest, went astray. He left 
the ninety-nine and looked for the one until he found it. After he 
had toiled, he said to the sheep, 'I love you more than the ninety- 
nine." 


Puzzleheaded 
Well, shucks. I'm the black sheep in my birth family 
Saturday, April 8, 2023 


Some considerations for people who were not in paradise with Jesus on Good Friday 


Good Friday came yesterday, and left, without my giving it much thought, other than if Jesus in the 
Gospels were in America today, doing what he is reported in the Gospels to have done, he would be 
killed by Christians. 


Meanwhile, some Easter considerations for people who were not in paradise with Jesus on Good 
Friday. 


Good? 
Really? 
Reddit/Spirituality 


avisionofpeace 

Does anyone else ever read all the stomach turning positivity and 
think yeah if you were living my life you wouldn't be so f****** 
positive all the time ®> 

Sorry but I'm fed up of pretending I'm ok and when I act all 
positive it's just a mask to hide how I really feel and that is that life 
is really f****** hard and sometimes I wish I could just die 
Puzzleheaded (me) 

Engraved on my Jewish great grandfather's grave monument: 
"God's noblest creation is an honest man." 

I lived in Santa Fe, NM 1/12 years, and in Boulder, Colorado 8 
years. New Age and Eastern spirituality meccas. I met a lot of 


people into positive thinking as a way to get what they wanted 
and/or to just be more spiritual, and they were miserable inside, 
struggling just like everyone else. 

I received extensive psycho-spiritual training, as a practice client 
and then I did it for other people. Everyone of them, me included, 
had all sorts of awful stuff stuck inside of them, which was 
influencing them in many ways. None of us got to the bottom of it. 
After angels took me over, they ushered me through healing of 
stuff I had no clue was inside of me, and some of the healing was 
unfathomably terrifying. Even after all of that, there was still 
plenty in me that was not exactly hunky dory. Yet, my perspective 
of just about everything had changed, and would continue 
changing. 

Perhaps the best self-help book I read was A Course In Miracles. 
The Course is no fun, according to people I knew who were doing 
it. It says nobody knows that is really going on, and it's pointless 
trying to figure it out. Just do the Course for a year, and emerge a 
different person, who can move forward, instead of staying stuck or 
going backward. 

In sum, whatever happens that disturbs us, punches our buttons, sit 
in it, burn in it, don't try to fix it. Do that for a year. Kinda reminds 
of Jesus in the Gospels: turn the other cheek; resist not one who 
does evil; do good to and pray for your enemies. Sort of. 

I think the spiritual path is everybody for him/herself. It's between 
each person and God, or whatever people wish to call the 
unfathomable and the unknowable. 


Geopold 
Forced positivity doesn't work for someone suffering from shit life 
syndrome, agreed. 


avisionofpeace 
Please explain shit life syndrome. 


Special-Hunter 
it’s when your life is shit 


avisionofpeace 
As long as that's what it is and not some snarky comment about 
how my head is the problem and not my life. 


Special-Hunter 

honestly it could’ve been but i wouldn’t worry abt it. idk what’s 
going on in your life but i’ve never been bothered by the overly 
positive comments. it shows another pov for me. i could be in this 
deep dark place but i’ve got ppl who might’ve gone through similar 
experiences saying that life will get good again, this and that. i get 
it can get annoying tho when you're reading them and you know 
you can’t feel those things atm. 


avisionofpeace 

Trust me if you were in my shoes you'd understand. Sometimes it's 
hard to see a light at the end of the tunnel when all you can see is 
darkness. 


Special-Hunter 

there are still things to find in the darkness just like there is in the 
light. i met my truest self in one of my deepest depressive episodes. 
the darkness is just trying to see what you’re made of. will you 
wade through till the light or settle for the shit life gave you 


avisionofpeace 
There is no light to be taken from the hell I'm going through. You 
have absolutely no idea. 


Special-Hunter 

then can i ask what the reason for your post was? bc i only would 
post if i was looking for help or some type of 
advice/guidance/helpful words but if there’s no solution for you 
then why post. why even keep on doing life? if it’s so bad? 


Puzzleheaded 

Of course he is looking for help, but how can we help someone if 
we are not walking in their moccasins and understand what that 
person is going through? But that's not what his post is about. It's 
about the "path of positive thinking" not working for him. 


So, someone has cancer. Postifive thinking is the way to deal with 
that? Someone's infant child died. Positive thinking is how to deal 
with that? The one way to deal with either is to get up each day and 
do what's dead in front of you. And, that's the way to deal with 
everything. How you deal with it, of course, is important. 


However, trying to mentally apply our thoughts, our will to a 
situation, to get an outcome we want, is witchcraft, isn't it? As 
opposed to, Not my will, but your will be done, O Lord. 


avisionofpeace 

Was hoping people could relate so I wouldn't feel so alone. 

I stay alive because the very few people I have left in my life, I 
love too dearly to kill myself. 


Puzzleheaded 

You don't provide details of your angst, and I'm not asking for 
details. There is something called the dark night of the soul, and its 
big brother, the black night, both of which I experienced. The dark 
night was horrific, but was a cakewalk compared to the black night. 


Both come on their own and leave on their own, when they are 
ready, and trying to outmuscle either is futile. 


I don' know what your spiritual basics are, but there is something 
with you, which is beyond human comprehension, and you might 
wish to try leaning into it in your own way, and keep leaning into 
it, as you try to do your best to deal with what each day and night 
bring to you. 

Facebook 


We have mental illness, but we do not have a 
mass shooting problem. We have the absence of 
god in our schools, but we do not have a mass 
shooting problem: We have divorce and broken 


families, but we do not have a mass shooting 
problem. We have.atheism, but we do not have 

a mass shooting problem. We have alcohol 

and drug addictions, but we do not have a mass 
shooting problem. We have strict gun control 

laws, and we do not have a mass shooting problem. 


I imagine the Devil loves our mass shooting problem. 
Once upon a time I practiced law. 


US Constitution, Amendment 2 

A well regulated Militia, being necessary to the security of a free 
State, the right of the people to keep and bear Arms, shall not be 
infringed. 


For the life of me, I cannot understand why the US Supreme Court and every other court in 
America and every American ignores "A well regulated Militia, being necessary to the 


security of a free State". 


That's the predicate for, "the right of the people to keep and bear Arms, shall not be 


infringed." 
Where's the regulated Militia? 


The gun lovers want zero regulation of their love. 


Amendment 14 

Section 1 

All persons born or naturalized in the United States, and subject to 
the jurisdiction thereof, are citizens of the United States and of the 
State wherein they reside. No State shall make or enforce any law 
which shall abridge the privileges or immunities of citizens of the 
United States; nor shall any State deprive any person of life, 
liberty, or property, without due process of law; nor deny to any 
person within its jurisdiction the equal protection of the laws. 


What about the right of school children to life (not be shot and killed at school)? 
Poetic Outlaws 


Fleet Visit 
By: W.H. Auden 


The sailors come ashore 

Out of their hollow ships, 
Mild-looking middle-class boys 
Who read the comic strips; 
One baseball game is more 
To them than fifty Troys. 
They look a bit lost, set down 
In this unamerican place 
Where natives pass with laws 
And futures of their own; 
They are not here because 
But only just-in-case. 

The whore and ne’ er-do-well 
Who pester them with junk 
In their grubby ways at least 
Are serving the Social Beast; 
They neither make nor sell — 
No wonder they get drunk. 
But the ships on the dazzling blue 
Of the harbor actually gain 
From having nothing to do; 
Without a human will 

To tell them whom to kill 
Their structures are humane 
And, far from looking lost, 
Look as if they were meant 
To be pure abstract design 


By some master of pattern and line, 
Certainly worth every cent 
Of the millions they must have cost. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
A different sort of fleet visit 


SHANGHAIED 

A calling to serve carries its own wisdom, 

which legitimates both the calling and the serving 
so that the two are one. 

Only the one called to serve 

can know this wisdom, 

and for some who are called 

the knowing comes easily, 

while for others the knowing is a fiery baptism. 
Each calling is different, 

and while some callings can be declined, 

others cannot, 

and those whose calling is without repentance 
know they are in it for the duration of the calling, 
and while others may try to persuade them out of it, 
the calling for ones such as these always prevails; 
thus is it advised to all called for keeps 

that they view their calling as a blessing 

even when it seems at times to be a curse, 

and that they try to reconcile the loss of their captain status 
and allow the Spirit of God to man the helm of their ship, 
and be glad and willing crew members thereon, 
knowing that all sailing ships of souls 

need a crew as well as a captain 

to maintain and navigate the ship through 

seas of many tones, depths and flavors; 

so consider each league sailed 

as part of the overall journey 

going to where the captain deigns to go 

by using whatever winds and sea currents available 
to navigate the ship to the experiences 

this ship and crew need to have 

in order to fulfill their calling and its wisdom 
revealed by the journey of many leagues, 

many known only to the ship and its crew, 

all of whom come to know, 

some sooner than others, 

that once conscripted 

there is no safe jumping ship. 


Sunday, April 9, 2023 


The Ballad of Aloe, Myrrh and Linen: Jesus had a near-death experience on the cross and in the 
tomb 


Today is Easter Sunday, when Jesus is said in the Gospels to have emerged from the tomb, alive, his 
wounds evident. 


John 20:24-26 

Now Thomas (also known as Didymus[a]), one of the Twelve, was not with the disciples 

when Jesus came. So the other disciples told him, ““We have seen the Lord!” 

But he said to them, “Unless I see the nail marks in his hands and put my finger where the 

nails were, and put my hand into his side, I will not believe.” 

A week later his disciples were in the house again, and Thomas was with them. Though the 

doors were locked, Jesus came and stood among them and said, “Peace be with you!” Then 

he said to Thomas, “Put your finger here; see my hands. Reach out your hand and put it into 

my side. Stop doubting and believe.” 

Thomas said to him, “My Lord and my God!” 
In the latter 1980s, many people became interested in near-death experiences (NDE). People medically 
died, were pronounced dead, then they were not dead and were talking about having had a luminous 
experience. They were in the light, there were other beings, they were told things, they came back, and 
they were changed. 


Around 1990, I read a book called, The Jesus Conspiracy, which used this next passage from the New 
Testament to convince me that Jesus had a near death experience (NDE). 


John 19:38-40 


Later, Joseph of Arimathea asked Pilate for the body of Jesus. Now Joseph was a 
disciple of Jesus, but secretly because he feared the Jews. With Pilate’s permission, 
he came and took the body away. He was accompanied by Nicodemus, the man who 
earlier had visited Jesus at night. Nicodemus brought a mixture of myrrh and aloes, 
about seventy-five pounds.Taking Jesus’ body, the two of them wrapped it, with the 
spices, in strips of linen. This was in accordance with Jewish burial customs. At the 
place where Jesus was crucified, there was a garden, and in the garden a new tomb, 
in which no one had ever been laid. Because it was the Jewish day of 
Preparation and since the tomb was nearby, they laid Jesus there. 

That's a heap and perhaps pricey amount of aloe and myrrh ointment to put on a dead 

man, who had said: 


Luke 10:59: 
Then He said to another man, “Follow Me.” The man replied, “Lord, first let me go 
and bury my father.” 60ButJesus told him, “Let the dead bury their own dead. 


You,however, go and proclaim the kingdom of God.” 
And then: 


Matthew 27:59,60 

Joseph took the body, wrapped it in a clean linen cloth, and placed it in his own new 
tomb that he had cut out of the rock. He rolled a big stone in front of the entrance to 
the tomb and went away. 

Matthew 28:1-4 

Now after the Sabbath, as the first day of the week began to dawn, Mary Magdalene 
and the other Mary came to see the tomb. And behold, there was a great earthquake; 
for an angel of the Lord descended from heaven, and came and rolled away the big 
stone from the door, and sat on it. 

The man rolled big the stone over the tomb entrance, but an angel rolled the big stone 
away. 


The authors of The Jesus Conspiracy explained what I already knew, but had not considered: 


Aloe is a powerful wound healer, myrrh incites leukocytes to fight infection, and 
linen can be used as a sterile bandage. The known disciples of Jesus were in hiding, 
and Joseph of Arimathea and Nicodemus risked their lives by going to Pilate. Would 
they have done that if they believed Jesus already was dead? 

In the fall of 1995, in my mother's church, St. Luke's, in Mountain Brook, 

Alabama, an esteemed visiting Episcopal theologian said something like: 


When Jesus summoned several-days dead-Lazarus back from the dead, that was a 
resuscitation, whereas Jesus coming back from the dead, was a resurrection. 
I thought that was about the dumbest thing I had heard in a while. 


The audience in the nave of St. Luke's were invited to speak, if we wished. 


I stood and said that I'd had some training in herbs. Aloe is a powerful wound healer and myrrh incites 
white cells to fight infection. Linen can be used as a sterile bandage. 


The theologian said he didn't know how to answer me. 


One of the church clergy read out loud the end of the above passage: "This was in accordance with 
Jewish burial customs." 


The visiting theologian said that settled it, then. 


Although perhaps not in the Episcopal universe, there was a lot of interest back then in reported near- 
death (NDE) experiences. 


Moreover, many people are convinced Jesus ended up in India, and this website favors that 
view: https://www.tombofjesus.info/ 


An aloe and myrrh article from that website: 


Aloe and Myrrh 


For thousands of years the herbs Aloe and Myrrh have held special relevance in the 
Christian world. Even modern day encyclopaedias mention the events of the 
Crucifixion of Jesus in their analysis of the herbs. These herbs are mentioned as 
being used in the burial of Jesus, for instance we find an entry for Myrrh stating: 
“Myrrh is a constituent of perfumes and incense, and was highly prized in ancient 
times. Myrrh was one of the gifts of the Magi to the baby Jesus in the story told in the 
Gospel of Matthew. Myrrh was used as an incense in funerals and cremations, a fact 
alluded to in the Christmas carol We Three Kings” (www.Wikipedia.com — online 
encyclopedia) 

Other sources outline how Aloe was thought to have been used during the embalming 
process of the Egyptians 1 What becomes interesting, however, is what is actually 
said about the medicinal properties of the herb. It is often cited that one of its famous 
occurrences is in the Gospel of John during the burial of Christ and this event may 
have shaped people’s perceived view of its uses. Upon examination of its 
documented properties all sources talk about its remarkable healing properties. It is 
accepted that even the Greeks and Romans as early as 300BC were aware of the 
healing properties of aloes: 

“Aristotle was aware that the healing properties of aloe would be invaluable to 
soldiers wounded in battle and advised his student Alexander III (“the Great”) to 
conquer all lands that grew it, especially the island of Socotra off the coast of 
eastern Africa... Pedanius Dioscorides, a physician in the Roman army, mentioned 
medicinal aloes in his encyclopedic Greek herbal De Materia Medica 
(Approximately around 75 BC). ” 2 

“The healing benefits of aloe were recognized in the ancient Indian, Chinese, Greek, 
and Roman civilizations. It is traditionally used to heal wounds, relieve itching and 
swelling, and is known for its anti-inflammatory and antibacterial properties. ” 3 
Myrrh also is a herb that although often linked to Jesus and his burial was clearly 
recognised at the time as a healing agent. Aloe is talked about as having properties 
that help wounds heal and aid the reformation of skin, where as Myrrh is used more 
for anti inflammatory and anti bacterial reasons: 

“In the past myrrh was used by many cultures for religious ceremonies and as a 
healing agent. It was mentioned in the Bible as a gift at the birth of Christ. The 
Egyptians believed in its healing powers: they burned it every day as part of their 
worshipping rituals. In the Greek culture when soldiers went to battle is was an 


essential part of their combat gear because of myrrhs extremely high antiseptic and 
anti-inflammatory properties. It was used to clean wounds and to prevent infection. It 
was also used to prevent the spread of gangrene in already infected parts of the body. 
4 

Embalming 


Were the herbs not used for embalming the body of Jesus? From the sources seen so 
far the idea of embalming using aloe has only surfaced in the Egyptian world. It is 
thought that pharaohs were buried along with aloes. Was Jesus being embalmed? The 
problem occurs when Jewish burial practices are examined. Jewish burial involved 
simply washing the body and burying it, there was no embalming. For a body to be 
embalmed incisions needed to be made. This was understood by the people of the 
time, and for Jews to make such incisions would not be acceptable. Upon the advent 
of the passing away of Judah, one of the ancestors of modern day Jews, he is 
recorded as having stated: 

“I die this day at the age of one hundred and nineteen years before your eyes. None 
shall bury me in a costly garment, nor shall ye cut my body to embalm it, but ye shall 
carry me to Hebron. ” Having spoken these words, Judah sank into death.5 

It seems unlikely that the aloes present were for embalming, also having myrrh there 
also in large quantities was not consistent with this hypothesis. If the viewpoint is 
taken that Jesus could possibly have still been alive at this point, and that Joseph of 
Arimithea and Nicodemus who were tending to him had knowledge of herbs, then the 
possible role of these herbs becomes clear. 

Could they have been used to treat Jesus and to help him recover from his ordeal? 


Modern Day Use 


Today there is an increasing amount of usage of Aloes in products. Gillette series 
shaving foam now contains what the can calls “Soothing Aloes”, and a wide range of 
aloe-based creams and gels are available mainly for healing of the skin 6. 

Perhaps the most definitive answer on the properties of aloes comes from a book 
written by medical experts. “Aloes: The Genus Aloe (Medicinal & Aromatic Plants 
S. — Industrial Profiles)” edited by Tom Reynolds represents the most details study 
yet in to this fascinating herb. Detailed analysis of the herb is presented and an entire 
part is devoted to exploring “therapeutic activity and includes chapters on aloe’s role 
in wound healing, skin cancer, and the immune system. 7 

Diane Gage has chosen to title her book on the subject “Aloe Vera: Natures Soothing 
Healer” and her text discusses the biological properties of aloe vera, explaining its 
power to heal the human body, and traces the ways the plant has been used 
throughout history. 

Conclusion 


Aloe and Myrrh appear to be ideal herbs for treating someone who had suffered an 
ordeal such as crucifixion. Their reported presence at the crucifixion does arouse 
some suspicion as to the events that followed Jesus’ removal from the cross. 

Were they used simply for embalming or fragrant use as is traditionally understood, 
or were their excellent healing and antiseptic properties employed instead to help 
heal Jesus’ wounds and to aid his recovery from an ordeal he survived? 

Aloe's wound-healing function is well known. 


What does science say about Myrrh? 


National Library of Medicine 
National Center for Biotechnology Information 
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih. gov/pmc/articles/PMC3730704/ 


Effect of Commiphora molmol on leukocytes proliferation in relation to histological 


alterations before and during healing from injury 


Al-Said A. Hafforx 


Abstract 


Myrrh, Commiphora molmol has been used as anti-inflammatory and wound healing 
commercial product. Leukocyte count had been reliable indicator for clinicians to 
monitor progress of healing for their patients. We hypothesized that myrrh 
supplement participate in the activation of leukocyte proliferation pathway prior and 
post skin injury and gastric ulcer. The purpose of the present study was to examine 
long-term effect of myrrh on leukocytes proliferation before injury and during 
different stages of healing. Results showed that all types of leukocytes were 
significantly (p < 0.05) higher in the myrrh-treated groups before and during healing. 
The pretreatment with myrrh offered a time-dependent rise in leukocytes 
proliferation. Microscopic examination of blood smear from myrrh-treated rats with 
skin injury, showed an elevated count of middle-sized lymphocytes and neutrophils 
that were characterized with well-defined nuclear lobules and rich-granules 
cytoplasm. Furthermore, the microscopic examinations of the spleen and lymph 
nodes of myrrh-treated rats with skin injury, showed an increased thickness of 
lymphatic sheath around the arterioles in the white pulp that was associated with high 
density of the medium-sized lymphocytes in the secondary lymphoid follicles in the 
lymph nodes with engorged sinusoids. As myrrh enhanced leukocytes proliferation 
before injury, it can be concluded that myrrh posse’s antigenic-driven responses and 
that indicated some foreignness or toxicity of some constituents of myrrh. Because 
myrrh helped to maintain the relative rise of leukocytes counts throughout healing 
period and that implied it activated late steps of both proliferation and differentiation 
pathways for all types of leukocytes during effective phase of the specific immune 
responses. 

What are luekocytes? 


leu-ko-cyte 
w 
=S 
| 
noun 


PHYSIOLOGY 


plural noun: leukocytes 


1. acolorless cell that circulates in the blood and body fluids and is involved 
in counteracting foreign substances and disease; a white (blood) cell. There are 
several types, all amoeboid cells with a nucleus, including 
lymphocytes, granulocytes, monocytes, and macrophages. 
Again, around 1990, I became convinced Jesus had a NDE. Not once since then did 


the angels on my case, one of whom is Jesus, tell me that I had it wrong. 


Tuesday, April 11, 2023 


Gun Nation: school children graveyard 


April 11, 2023 


I posted some things at my Facebook page yesterday and today about children suddenly dying, which 
can only be ascribed to the Devil. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Me and some people I have known well had the exquisite experience of being dragooned 
and messed with and mangled and stood before many mirrors and reprogrammed and 
redirected and slapped around and embarrassed and picked up and carried and more of all 


of the above, and more, for a good while, and longer, so that we knew angels known in the 
Bible, and God and the Devil and demons exist, and Jesus, too, and whether or not 
intended, we became objective and subjective demonstrations of all of that, for atheists, 
who do not believe, and for agnostics, who don't know what to believe, and for believers, 
who hope what they believe is true, but they don't yet know for sure, because they have not 
had proof they cannot possibly ignore, and if they ever do get that proof, they will know for 
a fact that God cannot be dragooned and shrunk down to almost nothing by a, any or all 
religions, philosophies, or whatever, because God, by any name, is unknowable and 
unfathomable, yet more real than hitting your thumb with a hammer, the pain of which 
cannot be imagined ahead of time, or having your first orgasm, which cannot be pre- 
imagined, either, nor can parents' trauma after their child is murdered in school by a gun 
that has no evil intent, nor school children's terror of being shot dead by guns that mean 
them no harm. 


My good friend in this next one is my tech buddy. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
A good friend's sister is a single parent of two young girls, 4 and 8. The 8-year-old 
told her mother the other day, during the covid shutdown, she was not allowed to go 
to school, and covid is not nearly as dangerous to school children as guns, so why 
does she have to go to school now? 
Today, I found myself thinking about the Angel of Death taking the first-born of 
every Egyptian family, because the Pharaoh repeatedly ignored warnings from God 
to let Moses and the Jews leave Egypt. I wondered if the Angel of Death takes the 
first-born in every guns don't kill, people do American family, if that would get the 
2nd Amendment freaks' attention? 

This one generated some discussion with people on the left, who just don't seem to get it: 


Sloan Bashinsky 
So, I saw in the news the other day of children boycotting their school, because they did not 
feel safe from being gunned down and killed there. 
I wonder what would happen if all children in America boycot their schools until they feel 
safe going to school? 
So much less hassle, and so much safer, to stay home and be taught virtually, like happened 
during covid shut down. 
Meanwhile, what kind of parents today still send their children to school in America? 


Charles 

The kind that can’t afford child care? It sucks that schools aren’t 
safe. I went to catholic prep schools and military school . I know I 
wasn’t safe. But it’s rare that one is beaten to death. Getting beaten 
and broke is ok. 

No brainer gun sale laws would help a lot but there are so many 
assault weapons here that they can be had. 


Sloan Bashinsky 


Charles would you do, if you were a kid in grammar school? What 
would you do if you were that child's parents? 


Charles 

I began to answer this and thought it makes me as crazy to think 
what I’d do. So that’s moot. 

If my child or anyone’s was killed I’d be broken. 

What would you do? 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Moot? You would do nothing? How do you explain that to God? 

If I were a school child today, I sure hope I would stop attending 
school. I sure hope I would have other students who feel the same 
strongly enough to boycott our school until it is safe for us to go 
back there. That would require armed guards, with SWAT or 
military training and weapons. 

If I were a parent, I would keep my child out of school until such 
protection for my child is present, at my child's school. 

In fact, my first child died of Sudden Infant Syndrome. It felt to me 
that he was murdered by something unseen. There is no way to 
imagine what your child dying is like. You can't imagine it, until 
you experience it. So don't even try to imagine it, or voice how you 
feel about someone else's child being murdered in school, unless 
your own child was murdered in school. 

Instead, come off the sidelines and start raising bloody hell. Piss off 
as many people as you can, like those Tennessee legislators did, 
who got kicked out of their legislatures by right wing loonies, who 
love their guns more than they love their own children, 
grandchildren, and God. 

I hope God pays those right wing Tennessee loonies, and their ilk 
all over America, a personal visit, and yanks them up by the short 
hairs and they shit and piss themselves, and are 100 percent certain 
they will die and burn in hell forever, if they don't do all they can to 
protect school children from being murdered in their schools by 
terrorists the loonies have aided and abetted by refusing to protect 
school children in their schools. 

Likewise, I hope God pays the same visit to parents of school 
children, and local government officials and law enforcement 
agencies, and school boards, and state government governors and 
legislators and law enforcement heads, and national law 
enforcement heads, and every member of Congress and the US 
Supreme Court, and President Joe Biden and Vice President former 
state prosecutor Kamala Harris, and former President Donald 
Trump. Why the hell isn't the US Military protecting American 
school children from being murdered by Americans in their 
schools? 


Charles 
I know I can’t understand what losing a child feels like. 


It’s not possible to explain our challenges. Or compare them. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Charles That is true, and I do not see any call for action from you 
that actually would protect children in school from being shot to 
death by guns that mean them no harm. Perhaps if the people who 
chant, "People, not guns, kill people", have their families visited by 
the Angel of Death and their first borns taken, that will cause them 
to station themselves in schools, armed to the teeth, protecting 
school children? 


Charles 
I don’t have to prove anything. If you want to talk that would be better than this. You ask 
questions that I can’t answer here 


Sloan Bashinsky 

I see that, and I see you have lots of company. Schools, states, the 

national government have failed school children. Their schools are 

not safe. Yet they are sent to school anyway. The gun debate has 

failed to protect school children. Guns are everywhere, easy to get. 

The U. S. President already should have deployed his soldiers into 

American lower and middle public schools. The private/religious 

lower and middle schools already should have put hired armed 

mercenaries in their schools. Ditto, high schools. Because, nearly 

all parents have proven they will not keep their children at home to 

save them from guns that mean them no harm. Although they 

managed to keep their children at home during Covid lock down. 
Peggy 
It's a horrible reality, Sloan, that not everyone can keep their children home. But one 
thing would help to solve the deadly problem - if Congress got a backbone 
collectively and passed the ban on assault weapons as President Biden has asked 
them to do. It wouldn't keep all guns off the street and out of the hands of those who 
shouldn't have them, but at least, a gun that doesn't fire hundreds of rounds a minute 
would give the children and teachers and others in the school a fighting chance till 
law enforcement got to the shooter, plus we need more law enforcement resource 
officers stationed at the schools while school is in session. inside and outside 
patrolling, and we need law enforcement to regularly patrol schools during off school 
hours to assure no one breaks in and hides until school begins the following day. I 
know some small villages and towns have that policy already, but more need to do it. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Well, we know the odds are zero of Congress developing backbone 
and bucking the National Rifle Association and its members' votes 
in national elections. We know the US Supreme Court has zero 
interest in requiring the Amendment 2 WELL REGULATED 
ARMED MILITIA. 

So, do you see any way for kids to be protected from being shot 
and killed in their schools, than for kids to protect themselves by 
refusing to go to school? -because it's crystal clear their parents, 


their schools, their local government and law enforcement, their 
state governors, legislators and national guards, their national 
Congress and President in Washington, D.C. and the U.S.. Military, 
which fights and patrols much of the planet, WILL NOT 
PROTECT AMERICAN SCHOOL CHILDREN from domestic 
terrorists, and are those terrorists accomplices in God's eyes, their 
religious proclamations and church attendance notwithstanding. 


Peggy 
Poor and many middle class parents are in a bad situation, financially, Sloan, and they have 


to work and haven't the means to have someone else come in to be with their children, so 
except for more law enforcement presence in and around the schools I see no other answer. 
Having followed the money trail a few years ago on who is beholden to the NRA as you 
say, it isn't too likely Congress will pass the bill unless citizens band together and head for 
Washington to stage a sit in in the halls of Congress until they pass it. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

I lay all of this on President Joe Biden, because it is crystal clear the states are not going 
protect their school children in their schools, so it fell on Biden to use the US military do it, 
and he didn't. 


Elizabeth 
The NRA took millions from Russia. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

I had not heard about that. The whole world is watching America 
and Americans basically do nothing to protect school children in 
America from being killed by military style guns, while the 
American right keeps chanting, "Guns, not people, kill people" The 
more American school children are killed, the more America 
becomes destabilized, and maybe after enough of that, President 
Biden, or whoever replaces him, will be under so much pressure 
that he, or she, orders the American military to protect school 
children in America from Americans, and perhaps that's Putin's 
goal. I haven't read of mass shootings in Russian schools, but Putin 
was charged by The World Court with kidnapping Ukrainian 
children and holding them hostage. 


Elizabeth 
He is the Devil incarnate 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Elizabeth Yep. As is Donald Trump, and Amendment 2 Americans 
who chant, "Guns, not people, kill people," after each school 
shooting massacre. 


Amendment 2, U.S. Constitution 


A well regulated Militia, being necessary to the security of a free State, the right of 
the people to keep and bear Arms, shall not be infringed. 


Where's the regulated militia required by Amendment 2? 


Friday, April 14, 2023 


The fun of discussing school children massacres with idiots 


Some years ago, my south Alabama amiga Elizabeth blessed the world with perhaps the kick ass of all 
poems: 


All want the security of the well fed pig. 

Horror at the baseness unrecognized. 

A lifetime spent in shirt stuffing. 

And pen comparison. 

Is truth more palatable when honeyed? 

Is a stark soulscape less so with the eyes of Monet? 
May my affectations always be known and understood. 


Elizabeth recently posted on Facebook this kick ass of all of gun lover asses: 


Rose Bright 
April 10, 2023 
Cars don't kill people PEOPLE DO... 
Yet we track, insure & regulate cars 


Sloan Bashinsky 
That ain’t fair, Eliza 


Joe 


Sloan Bashinsky 


Joe 


Joe 


Sloan Bashinsky 


Thomas 
We track, insure and regulate people too. Every now and then the 
regulation is broken and people die. 


And cars STILL kill more Americans every year than guns, despite 
not being made for killing. 
So... we need to shoot the cars with our guns? 


Joe How many people die in cars are viewed as victims of terrorist 
attacks? How many people who cause auto accidents are charged 
with murder? Hope you don't have a young children and get a call 
from your local police department one day that they were mowed 
down at school.. 


Back when nobody got shot at my high school, there were guns 
VISIBLE IN STUDENTS' CARS IN THE STUDENT PARKING 
LOT. I and many of my friends had our very own shotguns in the 
bedroom closet at home. And they never went to school. And no 
one ever even thought about bringing one to school. 

"Access to firearms" has never had a higher barrier to entry in the 
history of the firearm than it does right now in the United States. If 
you focus too hard on the guns themselves, you will never figure 
out why some people choose to use them to commit mayhem. 

I do not say this for selfish reasons as a gun owner and supporter of 
gun rights. I say this as someone very sad about this phenomenon, 
who knows guns and gun owners, who is plainly telling you, the 
tool itself is not the problem. But no one wants to talk about the 
problem that makes people pick up a gun and do things like this. 
That's because we are cowards and we are looking for the easy 
solution. There isn't one. 


The Nashville trans shooter chose and rejected one potential Target 
precisely because it had armed security. We protect the money in 
our banks with guns. Are people trying to tell me that our children 
are not as valuable? Because until we unravel this problem, the 
only practical solution is to keep someone around whose job it is to 
shoot back if this should ever happen. 


Joe I agree 100-percent. Yet, starting at the bottom, or starting at 
the top, you pick, government officials, city, county, state, national, 
left leaning and right leaning, do nothing but talk, talk, talk, and 
argue, argue, argue. While the school children massacres continue. 
God has watched all of that, and God will not forget the country 


that bills itself as "one nation, under God" did nothing to stop the 
massacres of its school children. The whole world knows America's 
"one nation, under "God" claim is bull shit. 
State governors should have coordinated with President Biden, and 
and President Trump before that, to station fully-armed, locked and 
loaded national guardsmen/women and U.S. soldiers in America's 
public pre, lower and middle schools, and closed the public high 
schools, like happened during covid, and let high school students 
take virtual classes and exams, from the safety of their homes. 
Private schools should have hired armed-to-the-teeth paramilitary 
to guard their schools and students. 
The massacres of school children is destroying America, and will 
destroy it, if allowed to continue. 
Actually, there is an easy solution. Use national guards and US military to protect public 
schools, and private schools hire paramilitary to protect their schools. all the talking is 
simply jerking off, posturing, and God is watching and there will be a reckoning, I not in 
this life, then in the afterlife. 


Joe 
Sloan Bashinsky God has already spoken on the subject. The Book 
of Luke alone says that an armed man can keep his goods safe in 
his home, and that the disciples should trade their cloaks for 
swords. Psalms says that God prepares our hands for war against 
the wicked. 
Why can't we post armed guards at schools until we figure out why 
we even need them there? Because we obviously need them there. 
Nowadays, anyway. And why aren't we asking why we didn't used 
to need them? Again, access to firearms has nothing to do with it, 
because anyone with a brick and enough guts could have secured a 
firearm in seconds when I was in high school. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Joe the past was trumped by school massacres, about which 
America did and continues to zero. Bibles do not excuse that. Nor 
does God. 


Thomas 
Or mowed down by a car. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Thomas how many children are intentionally mowed down by a 
car? 
The Devil loves debate and children not being protected in their 
schools 


Thomas 
Just talking about car wrecks and you can keep your God. Cars 
don't mow people down, people drive the cars. 


Joe 


Sloan Bashinsky 


Joe 


Sloan Bashinsky If you didn't want God used in a rebuttal, you 
shouldn't have used him while making a point. If you don't like 
that, don't do that. 

Back when there were rifle courses at high school, when students 
were actually issued firearms, nobody got shot with one. How 
about we bring that back? There were fewer shootings at school 
when there were more guns at school. 

I am fully in favor of federally funded gun safety education in 
public schools. That would solve a lot of this all by itself. The rest 
is up to the parents, who really made this mess themselves anyway 
at some point in the last 30 years. 

By the way, you can't say "God is watching" and "the devil loves 
debate" in the same argument on the same topic. Pick one and stick 
with it. 

After that, I double dog dare you to come up with a solution of 
your own that has nothing to do with banning all the guns, or even 
some of them. Perhaps along the way you can explain to me how 
nobody got shot at school back in the days when school kids 
literally had guns in their hands at school in rifle courses. 


Joe I already provided you an easy solution that bypasses the gun 
jerk off debate. Use the national guards and military. 


See, there's a pesky little law called the Posse Comitatus Act. You 
can't do that. It's against the law. 

That's before we mention that this is a purely municipal 
responsibility. Towns have their own law enforcement. It should be 
cops or deputies, perhaps in a newly formed School Resource 
Squad or something, who are directly answerable to local 
authorities, local parents, and local voting citizens. If, God forbid, a 
Uvalde happens, a completely incompetent disaster, you don't want 
to wait for a phone call from Washington that ain't coming. You 
want a desk to pound on, right in your town. Which is primarily 
what you want in nearly every case. 

That's also before I point out that you are talking about installing 
US troops as an occupying force, within the United States, in 
public schools. I thought that's how terrorists were made in other 
countries. 


Sloan Bashinsky 

Joe Day Unfortunately, neither the Posse Act, nor anyone, 
contemplated the evolution of mass murders in schools by 
deranged, demonic people bearing guns fully condoned by 
Amendment 2, according to NRA, the American right, and US 
Supreme Court. None of which stationed themselves in schools to 
protect school children. So, based on your legal mind, school 


children are shit out of luck. There is nothing the President can do 
to protect them from domestic terrorists. I know you have a great 
deal of company, and I also know God, Jesus, the Virgin Mary and 
the Holy Spirit could care less about your legalities. That's why 
angels now are stepping in and dealing with school shootings in a 
way over which no human being has any control. The reckoning, 
aka karma, for those who could have protected school children, but 
came up with excuses, argued legalities, will not be pretty. 


Sloan Bashinsky 
Joe Unfortunately, neither the Posse Act, nor anyone, contemplated 
the evolution of mass murders in schools by deranged, demonic 
people bearing guns fully condoned by Amendment 2, according to 
NRA, the American right, and US Supreme Court. None of which 
stationed themselves in schools to protect school children. Nor did 
the states and local governments do that. So, based on your legal 
mind, school children are shit out of luck. There is nothing the 
President can do to protect them from domestic terrorists. 


I know you have a great deal of company, and I also know God, 
Jesus, the Virgin Mary and the Holy Spirit could care less about 
your legalities. That's why angels now are stepping in and dealing 
with school shootings in a way over which no human being has any 
control. The reckoning, aka karma, for those who could have 
protected school children, but came up with excuses, argued 
legalities, will not be pretty. 


Uvalde was a slaughter before law enforcement showed up. It was 
a slaughter because the children had no armed guards to keep the 
terrorist out of their school. 


So, the President of the United States of America did not federalize 
the Alabama National Guard and use it to force Alabama Governor 
George Wallace to step aside and allow black student enrollees 
enter the University of Alabama? 


So, the President of the United States cannot use the US Military to 
defend America from domestic terrorists? The US Military only 
can protect Americans from foreign terrorists? 


You say I can't put God and the Devil into the same event? For a 
fact, the Devil loves the gun debates, which are going nowhere, 
and for a fact, God is watching all of that, and how each person 
deals with it, or doesn't deal with it. Everyone involved is on trial 
in God's Court. 

In that context, this came to me from out of the blue yesterday: 


Sloan Bashinsky 


Because parents and local, state and national government did 
nothing to stop the school slaughters, angels of God implemented 
three outcomes, depending of what a child's soul needs. 


A child is spared death. 


A child dies and its soul is taken to safety, 
because there is no reason for the child to be 
alive on this planet. 


A child's soul is taken and a different soul 
atrives, because the incoming soul needs to 
experience what the departing soul did not need 
to experience. 


Two New Testament passages then came to me: 


Matthew 18:3 

And he said: “Truly I tell you, unless you change 
and become like little children, you will never 
enter the kingdom of heaven." 

Matthew 19:13,14 

Then were there brought unto him little children, 
that he should put his hands on them, and pray: 
and the disciples rebuked them. But Jesus said, 
Suffer little children, and forbid them not, to 
come unto me: for of such is the kingdom of 
heaven. 


Joe 

Sloan Bashinsky And I am willing to protect children with the most 
extreme and graphic violence necessary. And children used to not 
need this particular protection in this particular instance. 

We absolutely will not solve this until we figure out why school 
shooters shoot up schools. "It's the guns" is factually incorrect. 

As for your historical arguments, that was a 
federalism/constitutional issue, not a local safety issue. The use of 
federal troops for this purpose is unnecessary, unlawful, illegal, and 
unconstitutional. 

As for your passion about children's souls: we'll have a more 
productive effort to solve this problem if you stop with the false 
dichotomy that anyone who disagrees with your proscriptions is 
okay with dead kids. Nobody's okay with dead kids. We must think 
you're dead fucking wrong about how to keep them alive. So we 
agree that dead kids is an awful thing, right? Right. Let's start from 
THERE instead. 


Joe What's dead fucking wrong is children being shot to death in 
their schools, and figuring out what goes on in the minds of the 
shooters will not stop the slaughter. The shooters are deranged and 
possessed by the Devil 

Other than the US Military and the National Guards, the only other 
way to stop the slaughter is for the schools to close, like what 
happened during the covid lockdown, and children stay home and 
are taught virtually. Neither of those solutions happened, so angels 
intervened for the children, and there is nothing humans can do 
about that, other than get off their sorry asses and defend the 
schools to the teeth. The only thing available to do that is the 
National Guards and the US Military, because it's crystal clear the 
states and local governments and school boards aren't going to do 
It. 


After all of my ranting, something came to me about pro-lifers that caused me to 
wonder why it had not come to me first? I wrote someone about that and posted it 
fresh onto my Facebook timeline. 
Sloan Bashinsky 
It looks to this Independent that the gun debate is over, dead and 
buried, because no matter what might or might not happen in the 
future, there are so many guns in America like those in the photo, 
which are easy to acquire, that regulating or banning such guns 
would be like the answer to the Zen koan, What is the sound of one 
hand clapping? Silence. Except for terrified school children's 
screams as they are hunted, shot and killed with such guns in their 
classroom, and their parents screams, after they learn what has 
happened to their children in school. 
I keep wondering why there are so many school shooting 
massacres in the nation that bills itself as "one nation, under God"? 
I don't see any way God views such a nation as being "under God". 
I keep wondering why the American right shrieks against abortion 
of even seven-week-old fetuses, but does absolutely nothing to 
defend even their own young school children and grandchildren in 
their schools from crazed, demon-possessed terrorists. 
I keep wondering why the right-to-lifers aren't shrieking for armed- 
to-the-teeth guards in every public school in America, to save 
living children from being massacred by such guns as in the 
photo? 
I keep wondering why the right-to-lifers aren't beating down their 
state governors' doors to deploy their state National Guardsmen 
into their public schools? 
I keep wondering why the right-to-lifers aren't beating down 
President Biden's door for him to deploy his soldiers into America's 
public schools? And, why didn't they beat down President Donald 
Trump's door to do that? 
Have the right-to-lifers forgotten President John F. Kennedy 
federalized the Alabama National Guard and sent it to the 
University of Alabama to move Alabama Governor George Wallace 


aside, and escort black enrollees to class at the University of 
Alabama? Are today's school children of any color or ethnic 
background not as important as those black students at the 
University of Alabama? 
Obviously not, based on how the right-to-lifers, and the rest of 
Americans, and their local governments and state governors, and 
Congress and President Biden and President Donald Trump before 
him, have done zip, nada, zero to keep America's school students 
form being slaughtered by such guns as seen in the photo. 
Yet, those students were kept home by President Trump and school 
boards during the covid lockdown, and they studied virtually, not 
because they were at much risk to covid, but because their parents 
and grandparents were. America was shut down to protect, not its 
children, but their parents and grandparents. 
High school and college students can look after themselves. Let 
them stay home and study virtually. But for God's sake, put 
America's soldiers armed to the teeth into public lower and middle 
schools, to protect young children from being slaughtered by guns 
such as in the photo. 
What about private schools? I don't think the U.S. Constitution 
gives them any rights to federal military protection from shooters, 
but I hope they hire and deploy paramilitary guards armed to the 
teeth. 

Monday, April 17, 2023 


Since America didn't make it schools safe, angels intervened 


I don't know why I was slow seeing it, but when when I saw it, I had zero doubt it was true. 


The ongoing shooting and killing American school children, while national, state and local officials do 
nothing to prevent it, is destroying America. If not stopped, the child massacres will destroy America. 


With absolute certainty, the rest of the world knows America is not "one nation, under God", because 
America does nothing to stop the massacres. 


It is crystal clear the so-called American "adults" are only capable of talking and sticking their heads in 
the sand and, basically, jerking off. 


My dreams last night pointed me toward giving American children, and all children, stuff they can use 
to help themselves, 


So, I begin with simple prayer any child can make to God, or to whatever a child hopes or thinks 
started everything: 


"I ask for protection." 
There is a soul alchemy ritual any child can use. 


The child closes his/her eyes, focuses on what most concerns the child, and asks for "spirit medicine" 
for that concern. 


That's it. The medicine will come. What the medicine will be is unknown. 


I don't know how the prayer will be answered or what medicine will be provided, but it will tailored 
specifically to the child. 


Perhaps the child is delivered from an up close physical threat. 


Perhaps the child is taken from this life, because there is no longer reason for the child to be alive on 
this planet. 


Perhaps the child's soul is taken and a different soul arrives, because it needs to experience what the 
departing soul did not need to experience. 


Perhaps no perhaps - those three actions already are implemented for American school children, 
because they are innocent and their parents and governments have not taken steps to prevent them 
from being massacred at their schools. 


Matthew 18:3 
And he said: “Truly I tell you, unless you change and become like little children, you 
will never enter the kingdom of heaven." 
Matthew 19:13,14 
Then were there brought unto him little children, that he should put his hands on them, and 
pray: and the disciples rebuked them. But Jesus said, Suffer little children, and forbid them 
not, to come unto me: for of such is the kingdom of heaven. 
In the Gospels, Jesus told his disciples that he taught the masses in parables, but he taught them in 


secret the mysteries of the Kingdom of God, which wise men and kings would give all they had to 
posses. 


What did Jesus teach the disciples in secret? 
Who knows, who was not with them? 
In early June 1995, my complete being lived three parables as they came into me. 


A young budding New Age healer suggested that I let her take me into a past life regression, 

which hopefully would help me come out of a 4-year-dark night of the soul, which had onset after I 
was told in a dream, "With respect to St. John of the Cross, you haven't seen anything yet." Then, I was 
swathed with pure, raw Evil, and I woke up, gagging and choking, trying to get the Evil off of me. 


The details of the dark night might interest some people, but I think would distract from school children 
in America being massacred. 


So, back to the budding New Age healer, who had a way of leading people into closing their eyes 
and imagining they were and walking down some steps into a cellar, where the show would begin. 


I was used to working inside, by using the soul alchemy ritual describe above, which is not inclined to 
conform to anything dreamed up or invented by human beings. 


As the budding young New Age healer led me down to the cellar, I went into a trance, and very slowly, 
I had an experience that caused my heart to heave and oceans of tears to flow out of my eyes and rivers 
of snot out of my nose. 


The young budding New Age healer said it was a past life experience, and she hoped I would start to 
feel better. I told her it was not a past life regression, but was something else. She seemed skeptical. 


I wrote it down, verbatim, and it is the first vision reported down below: "Of wolves, men and angels." 


The next day, I met with the young budding New Age healer, and she started me down the steps into 
the cellar, and I had another vision, which had the same effect on me as the first vision. 


The young budding New Age healer said this was a second past-life regression, and I said it was 
something else. That vision was written down and is included down below: "something about lions" 


Two days later, alone in my home. lying on my wife's my bed, I went inside and had a third vision, 
which had the same effect on me as the two prior visions. I wrote it down, and it, too, can be read by 
children and used by them: "the gift" 


About a week later, the 4-year dark night began to lift. 


Here are the three soul alchemy visions, which contain universal principles and energy, which can be 
absorbed by children and also some adults. 


of men, wolves and eagles ... 

Once upon a time there lived a man named Joseph, who grew tired 

of living with people and left his village and went into the woods to 

live. 
By and by, a wolf pack discovered Joseph and over time got to know him and that he was 
not like other men, and eventually they took him into their pack. The leader of the pack was 
a red wolf named David, and soon David and Joseph became fast friends, and they hunted 
and played and slept together like . . . wolves. 
Then one day, the men in the village where Joseph had lived learned from hunters that 
Joseph was living with wolves. The men decided it was not right for a man to go off and 
live in the woods and run with with wolves, so they got their guns and set off to find Joseph 
and bring him back to the village, to live like a man. 
The men came upon the wolf pack sleeping in the sun next to a bluff. The wind was 
blowing off the bluff, away from the wolf pack toward the men, which prevented the pack 
from scenting the men as they approached. By the time the wolf pack realized the men were 
there, the men had the pack surrounded, pinned against the bluff. 
David wanted to order the pack to attack, but Joseph said, “No, I am a man, they will listen 
to reason, let me go and speak with them.” Although David did not like this idea, he agreed 


to it because Joseph was a man. But the men would not listen to reason and they shot and 
killed the entire pack and took Joseph heartbroken back to the village. 
Joseph languished in the village for many weeks, blaming himself for the death of his 
pack. 
Then, Joseph has a dream, in which he sees David’s face. David is angry, but says nothing, 
just stares. Finally, Joseph blurts out that he did the best he knew how to do, and he’s so 
sorry for the way it turned out! David says, “Better that we attacked and died like wolves, 
than be slaughtered like sheep!” 
Then, Joseph is back with the pack, against the bluff, surrounded by the men. David says he 
wants the pack to attack. Joseph says, “And I will lead the charge!” Then, they hear a voice, 
the whole pack hears it, say, “There is another way, ask for another way.” Never before 
have Joseph, David or the pack had such a thing happen, but Joseph asks for another way. 
Suddenly, a great bolt of lightning strikes the ground between the pack and the men, stirring 
up a huge cloud of dust. As the the dust begins to settle, it begins to take the shape of 
something huge. The wolves and Joseph then see a pair of golden eyes peering from the 
bushes behind the men. Then a second pair of golden eyes. Then a third pair. Then ten pair. 
Then a hundred pair. Then a legion of . . . wolves’ eyes. The men are moved by some force 
to turn around and see what the now delirious pack already see. 
Then, the men turn back around and find themselves face to face with a great towering 
eagle, whose piercing golden eyes penetrate their hearts. Then, they hear, “These are my 
battle angels. You may leave this place and go back to your village, taking your guns with 
you, on condition that you tell everyone what has happened here today.” 
To this condition the men readily agree, and they return to their village and tell everyone 
what happened, and they go to nearby villages and tell it. 

something about lions ... 
Once upon a time there lived a woman named Alya. She was the medicine woman in her 
tribe, using herbs and poultices and spirit ways to help her people. Yet she had one flaw: 
she hated lions, because a lion had killed her father. Her hatred caused her to cast spells 
against lions, which caused her husband great concern. He often told Alya that her war with 
lions was going to get her into big trouble, but she was a medicine woman, she knew the 
ways of the spirits, and she did not listen to her husband. 
One day while Alya was out gathering herbs, she spotted a lion sunning himself in tall 
grasses on the savannah. She hatched a scheme in her mind to sneak up on the lion and cast 
a spell on him, which would enable her to steal his spirit and have it for herself. As she 
crept closer to the lion, she began chanting softly and seeing in her mind’s eye her spell 
taking over the lion. However, she was so focused on what she was doing, that she did not 
see in her mind’s eye the lion’s mate returning from hunting. Nor did she see the lioness 
catch her sent, drop her kill from her mouth to the ground and circle around behind. Too 
late, Alya realized her peril, just as the lioness took her from behind. 
Next thing Alya knows, she is in the spirit world, standing before the Lion Spirit. 
Trembling with terror, Alya wants to run away, but the Lion Spirit speaks to her heart, says, 
“There is something you do not yet know.” 
Then, Alya is back on the savannah, watching a hunter from her tribe sneaking up on a nest 
of lion cubs, whose parents are away hunting. The hunter has a twisted spirit, and decides 
to kill the lion cubs just for the fun of doing it, even though killing any animal just for sport 
is taboo in his tribe, which worships the Lion Spirit. On returning to his village, the hunter 
tells no one what he has done. 
When the lion and lioness return to their nest and find their dead cubs, they are enraged. 
They catch the hunter’s scent and track him back to the edge of the village, where the lion 


hides in a thicket and begins roaring and bellowing out his rage over what has happened. 
The hunter knows why the lion is there, doing that, but still he tells no one. 
Alya’s father, the tribe’s leader, prepares to go out and face and kill the lion, because it his 
duty to protect his tribe from marauding lions. And so he sets out to face the lion, even as 
the hunter lets him go without saying what has happened to bring this about, and that a 
lioness is also out there with the lion. 
Alya’s father quickly finds and confronts the lion, and is preparing to kill it with his spear, 
when he is taken from behind by the lioness. In her horror, Alya helplessly watches on, 
even as she now realizes that her hatred of lions was completely misplaced. She feels 
awful. 
Then suddenly Alya is back on the savannah, stalking the lion whose spirit she once wanted 
to steal for herself. The lion looks up, stares into Alya’s eyes. She shakes all over, is 
terrified, but does not look away. Then something takes hold of her, she says to the lion, “I 
have lost my father and you have lost your cubs. I will be your cub.” The lion looks deep 
into Alya’s spirit, nods, says, “And I will be your father, and will always protect your 
front.” Then beside the lion is the lioness, who says to Alya, “And I will always protect 
your back.” 
the gift... 
A sleeping man dreams he sees the back of a young yogi meditating in the lotus position. 
Before the young yogi appear two cobras, raised up, hoods flared. One cobra is pure white, 
the other pure black. Both beautiful. The white cobra says to the young yogi, “We came to 
you once before because you were innocent, and you knew we brought a gift and you 
believed you had to chose one of us and you chose me.” The black cobra says, “We come 
before you again because you now are wise.” The yogi, now very advanced in years, 
weeps, chooses them both. The sleeping man, now an old man, awakens, crying. 
Last but not least, in September 2002, a longtime friend dreamed I was in key west 
painting a beautiful mandala on a water color pad, and then I was painting more 
mandalas and and people were coming to me and paying me $20 for them and later 
they came back and paid me more money. I was nearly out of money, looking at 


living on the street again, and I hoped her dream came true. 


I had no artist training and did not draw or paint. Even so, I went to a CVS and bought a box of Crayola 
watercolor markers, a mechanical lead pencil, and a fine black ink roller ball pen. I scavenged for 
discarded cardboard boxes and tore off the ears for canvasses and started making very abstract 
"paintings". 


I set up where a real street sidewalk artist displayed his wares, and presented what I called "soul 
drawings. 


Day after day, I set up, and there were no buyers. I kept at it. 


Then, I went to the Ben Franklin store on North Roosevelt and bought a pad of 11x14 130# water color 
paper and a pair of scissors. With the pencil, I divided each sheet into 4 squares and drew small should 
drawings, as the output morphed away from pure abstract to something almost recognizable. Still, no 
buyers. 


I started using entire sheets for one drawing. I set up on Duval street. No buyers. I set up on Duval 
Street with a fellow who weaved hats and other things from green coconut palm leave strips. By then, 
some of the soul drawings were both abstract and erotic. No one was even looking at my art. I got the 
message and quit displaying the soul drawings in public.. 


More time passed. I must have done several hundred soul drawings, and I sold only one of the smaller 
ones $20. The buyer said he could pay more, but I had maybe $1,500 in my checking account, I was 
living on the street, and I said I was okay. Probably pretty stupid. Perhaps that would have 

shifted something, if I had let him give me more money. 


I burned some of the soul drawings and three away or gave away most of the others. Last time I 
checked, a Key West city commission still had one of the cardboard box top drawings, and a friend in 
Helen, Georgia had another. 


I began a new genre of soul drawings. 

I inherited the frist $1,000,000 and was living inside again. 

By and by, I bicycled to Office Max on North Roosevelt Blvd in Key West, and paid them to copy 
some of my favorite pieces on their color copier and put them into a file and emailed them to. me. 
That's all I have with me all of those soul drawings. I think some of the originals are in the attic of a 


friend who lives on Big Coppit Key, about 20 miles up US 1 from Key West. 


The drawings are more than they appear to be. They are living essences beyond the mind's 
comprehension. Call them spirit medicine, if you wish. Spirit medicine for adults, and for children. 


Mustang Sally 


Devil or Angel 


Cross Pollination 


Dark Horse 


Feather Talk 


Mary Poppins 


Beloved 


Lollipop 


Welcome home, Kali, Thope 


Dragon Woman 


Volley Ball 


Street Performer 


Clown 


Picture Worth a Thousand Words 


Perhaps something that fell out of me in the fall of 1993, when I lived in Boulder, Colorado and was 
well into a 4-year dark night of the soul, explains the difference between human currency and spirit 
currency? 


God's gifts are not for sale, but are freely given to angels, saints, sinners, devils and fools alike, 
because all are God's children 
Tuesday, April 18, 2023 


Are they two entirely different human species on Earth? 


80 and some months, I have a lot of spare time on my hands, and if there were no internet, my 
interaction with "the outside world" might be about as much as when I was homeless in Key West and 
had no cell phone or laptop. 


I know some people, perhaps a lot of people, don't care for the internet, and don't use it. However, the 
internet seems as important to human interaction today as telephones, radio, television and handwritten 
letters once were. 


In November 1995, I was in a SUV with four Australian white people, headed into Kakadu, in The 
Northern Territory, where some of the first "Crocodile Dundee" movie was filmed. 


It was nighttime. We were headed to a public campground, to spend the night. 
A male and a female aborigine came to me out of dream time. 


I had read in the American woman Marlo Morgan's book, Mutant Message Down Under, that 
aborigines who lived in the old ways were telepathic and didn't need telephone, internet, or anything of 
this world, nor their own mouths and vocal cords, to speak with their kind. 


It then was my custom to ask spirits that came to me, "What do I have that you want?" 

So, that's what I telepathically asked the two visitors. 

They laughed, said telepathically, "We are real people. What could you possibly have that we want?" 
Felling like an idiot, I telepathically replied, "Apologies, why did you come to me?" 

They smiled, said, "We came to welcome you into our tribe." 

Then, they dissolved back into dream time. 


Morgan's book reports her serendipitous meeting with a wild aborigine tribe, who took her on an 
extended walkabout, which changed her dramatically. 


The aborigines called themselves "real people" and they called modern people, "mutants". The real 
people had stopped reproducing and were leaving the planet to the mutants and wished the mutants 
well. 


Morgan's book was not well received by aborigines and modern Australians. 


After I read Morgan's book in the early 1990s, I knew she basically had the experience, but I wondered 
how well it stuck with her after she returned to America? 


About three years later, I was in Kakadu. 
After I returned to America, I figured I would be tested to see if I was a real person. 


I indeed was tested, over and over again, and I'm still being tested, and it's really challenging living 
among and interacting with what basically is a different species, which looks like real people, but isn't. 


I recently had a "social" interaction in a Reddit spiritually group. 


avisionofpeace 
The News doesn't tell you this because they want you to think that society is getting worse 


So when you turn on the news or talk to most people, they'll tell you society is getting 
worse Sometimes it seems like society is deteriorating and that it's the end of the world. 


Well here's some good news. Violence has been on a huge decline in the UK and USA for 
the past 25 years. 


Link in comments 


Puzzleheaded (me) 
horse shit 


avisionofpeace 
The statistics say otherwise and are in the comments. 


Puzzleheaded 

You must not live in USA, nor did you interview the planet Earth, nor angels and ETs 
observing humanity at all levels, nor demons having their way with most of humanity 
unaware. Demons exist and are influencing people even in their churches and even this 
forum. Any real shaman kows this, as can any person whose senses function as originally 
designed. 


avisionofpeace 
The statistics are from the UK and US. 
The rest of your comment went right over my head. 


Puzzleheaded 

I know where you say the statistics came from and are about. I don't live in the UK, and 
unless you do, you have no clue what is going on there. I do live in USA, and I've lived 
here since 1942, and I know for a fact that America has become increasingly violent while I 
have been alive. And, I know America became considerably more violent after Donald 
Trump was elected in 2016, and America became more violent since Joe Biden was elected 
president. Violent internally. Externally, America's military activity is well known. 


If the rest of my comment went right over your head, you have lots of company, which is 
what is wrong with humanity in America and everywhere else. Sound asleep, oblivious, 
even in spirituality circles, to what actually is going on. What I'd love to see in at this 
spirituality forum is people telling what their lives really are like, the good, the bad, the 
beautiful and the ugly, instead of what their theories, or hopes, are. How do you think what 
you posted here resonates with the parents of the children slaughtered in school shooting 
massacres? And with the students who were not slaughtered? And with their teachers? 


avisionofpeace 
Statistics don't lie, and facts don't care about feelings. 


Puzzleheaded 

What you presented was an article about decrease in violent crime associated with 
discontinuance of lead in gasoline. the graph in the article ends in 2010. There is nothing in 
your title or explanation under your title about lead in gasoline. The title suggests some 
mysterious phenomenon. Perhaps lead was introduced back into gasoline and that explains 
how America has become more violent? That was meant as a joke. 


avisionofpeace 

No I didn't. I presented statistics for the UK and the US over the past few decades. You're 
looking at the top comment, that's not me. You need to look further down to my comment 
with the two links. 


Puzzleheaded 
I opened 2 links and read what was there, it was about lead in gasoline. If you have other 
links, put them here. There are a lot of comments, and I don't know where else to look. 


avisionofpeace 

No worries 

Violence on the decline in the UK https://ibb.co/ROtyJZ9 
Violence on the decline in the USA https://ibb.co/c2Dq2DX 


I opened the links. The "studies" were graphs, with no back up, no explanation, other than the graph. 


Here's the America graph. 
Reported violent crime rate in the United 
(per 100,000 of the population) 
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Reported violent crime rate per 100,000 population 
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Puzzleheaded 

I think you should have put the two links in your lead, or does this forum's 
moderation team not allow that? 

I'd like see who did this survey, and their narrative explanation of how they did it. 


Meanwhile, I don't know anyone who feels safer today, than they did 10 years ago, or 
20 years ago, or 30 years ago. 


avisionofpeace 

Yeah it's frustrating, it wouldn't let me post with the links so I had to put them in the 
comments. Wouldn't let me post photos either. Very strict posting rules on the sub, I 
think it's text only on this one. 

They're both government stats from the appropriate government sites, I can find the 
exact links if you like? Obviously in most cases I wouldn't trust the government but 
the other stats don't tend to paint much of a pretty picture like these ones. 

I'm also basing it on personal experience because I witnessed and heard about much 
more violence (locally) in the 90s than I do now. But there will be a lot of factors at 
play there. Obviously my personal experience doesn't apply to everyone so I 
understand if you feel less safe. I guess it's subjective to a degree. 

Paradoxically I do feel less safer these days yet I actually don't experience or see 
much violence which to be honest suggests to me that it's psychological and that I 
have been the victim of being induced by fear pushed onto me by the media rather 
than it actually being the result of real life scenarios I've experienced. 

For example, if I never watched the news, read internet forums, or spoke to people 
talking about national and global issues, would I really be as fearful for my safety as 
I am right now? Probably not. 

My personal opinion though and I'm sure you have your own reasons for your 
feelings too. I guess it's a complex situation really and not just black and white. 
Anyway sorry about the confusion with the links. 


Puzzleheaded 

I'm 80, plenty of my body parts don't operate the way originally designed. I'd love to 
be sent on my way by a drive by. I publish plenty on Facebook and blogs I created 
and in a podcast that could produce that escape scenario. Much preferred, to getting 
older and more feeble and rotting away and feeding doctors, hospitals, assisted living 
facilities, nursing homes, hospices, mortuaries, lawyers, etc. Buzzards much 
preferred. 

I live in Alabama again, where I was born and raised. I'm not a Democrat, nor a 
Republican. I view both "nations" as cults, and I view religions as cults, and most 
spiritual movements as cults. There is a great deal of spinning and quoting out of 
context and just plain invented facts, to support cults and keep them alive and 
prosperous. 

I am a shaman, trained by angels known in the Bible. The training was horrible and 
long, and still is happening. The angels have a very dim view of humanity's 
evolution, and I do not mean biological. 

I majored in economics in college and took a wooly statistics course. Statistics are 
not iron clad. A great deal depends on the people who seek the statistics and their 
motives. 

I have extrasensory perception. But even without it, it is crystal clear America is 
deteriorating and morphing into something not particularly uplifting. 

The New Age is as lost as Christianity and other religions. All have a piece of the 
WHOLE, but there is so much chaff that it's the blind leading the blind. 

Some individuals are moving forward, but, in the main, humanity is devolving by 
cloning itself spiritually, due to destruction and even absence of the feminine - the 


real feminine, 

Then are the demons, which are very real, the New Age and atheists to the contrary 
not withstanding. 

It is not for nothing that you don't feel as safe as you once did. That"s your feminine 
expressing herself. 

Every American should be terrified of the American right, especially if Donald 
Trump gets back into the White House. 

The Democrats and the New Age remind me of the mythical Fukawi tribe, which was 
ever getting lost and gathering in a circle and sitting down and holding hands and 
chanting, "Where the fuck are we? Where the fuck are we?" 

This spirituality forum often reminds me of the Fukawis. 


